




eeorge €liot’$ Works 

new Cabinet edition 


MLDDLEMARCH 

A Study of Provincial Life 


By 

George Eliot 


V<SL. I. 


William Blackwood and Sons 
E< inburgh and London 
&-913 




CONTENTS OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 




PAGE 

PRELUDE, .... 

• 

1 

BOOK T.-MISS BROOKE, 

• 

5 

„ IT.— OLD AND YOUNG, . 

♦ 

, m 

„ III. -WATTING FOR DEATH, 


, 347 




Ml I) D h lfi M A IIC IL 


P U K L IM)K. 

Who (hat. eai.\s lunch in know the history of man 
and liow the mysterious mixture behaves under the 
varying experiments ol Time, has not dwelt, at 
least briefly, on the life of Saint Theresa, lias not 
smiled with some gentleness at the thought of the 
little girl walking forth one morning hand-in-hand 
with her still smaller brother, to go and seek mar- 
tyrdom in the country of the Moors? Out they 
toddled from rugged Avila, wide-eyed and helpless- 
looking as two fawns, but with human 1 marts, al- 
ready beating to a national idea; until domestic 
reality met them in the shape of uncles, and turned 
them back from their great resolve. That child- 
pilgrimage was a tit beginning. Theresa’s pas- 
sionate, ideal nature demanded an epic life: what 
weie inany-volumod ro/iiances of chivalry and the 
sooial conquests of a brilliant girl to her? Her 
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flame quickly burned up that light fuel ; and, fed 
from within, soared after somo illimitable satisfac- 
tion, some object which would never justify weari- 
ness, which would reconcile self-despair with the 
rapturous consciousness of life beyond self. Sho 
found her epos in the reform of a religious order. 

That* Spanish woman who lived three hundred 
years ago, was certainly not the last of her kind. 
Many Theresas have been born who found for them- 
selves no epic life wherein there was a constant 
unfolding of far -resonant action ; perhaps only a 
life of mistakes, the offspring of a certain spiritual 
grandeur ill-matched with the meanness of ™>por- 
tiinity ; perhaps a tragic failure win Ji found no 
sacred poet and sank unwept into oblivion. With 
dim lights and tangled eire.umstanc ; they tried, to 
shape- their thought find deed in noble agreement; 
but after all, to common eyes their struggles seemed 
mere inconsistency and formlessness; for these later- 
born Theresas were helped by no coherent social 
faith and order which could perform tho function of 
knowledge for the ardently willing soul. Their 
ardour alternated between a vague ideal and the 
common yearning of womanhood ; so that tho one 
was disapproved as extravagance, and the other con- 
demned as a lapse. 

Some have felt that these blundering lives are 
due to tho inconvenient indeliniieness*with which 
the Supreme J’bwer ifas fashioned *tha natures of 
women : if there were one level of femi? ine incom- 
petence as strict as the abifity to count three an3 no 
more, the social lot of women night be treated with 
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scientific certitude. Meanwhile the indofiniteness 
remains, and the limits of variation are really much 
wider than any one would imagine from tho sameness 
of women’s coiffure and the favourite love-stories in 
prose and verse. Here and there a cygnet is reared 
uneasily among tho ducklings in the brown pond, 
and never finds the living stream in fellowship with 
its own oary -footed kind. Here and there is born a 
Saint Theresa,, foundress of nothing, whoso loving 
heart-beats and sobs after an unattained goodness 
tremble off and arc dispersed among hindrances, in- 
stead of centering in some long-recognisable deed. 




HOOK I. 

MISS r, U O () Iv K 


VOL. T 




OHAPT.EK I. 


‘'Since T can do no i;ood because. a woman, 

Rrnch fo'islaiitlv at -.oiiHlnii!' that is near it.” 

-The Muni's Triiiirdti : Hkai mom- \m> Ki.ti'jriiKii. 

Miss Brookk had that kind of beauty whirl i norms 
to bo thrown into relief by poor dress. I lor baud 
and wrist worn, o finely formed that she could wear 
sloov(‘S not loss ban* of stylo than Ihoso in which 
tho Blessed Virgin appeared iO Italian painters; 
and her profile as well as her stature and bearing 
scanned to gain the more dignity from her plain 
garments, which by the side of provincial fashion 
gave her the impressiveness of a. tine quotation from 
the Bibb*,- -or from one of our elder poets, - in a 
paragraph of to-day’s newspaper. She was usually 
spoken of as being remarkably clever, but with tho 
addition that her lister CVlia had more common- 
sense. Nevertheless, Celia wore scarcely more 
trimmings; and it was only to close observers that 
her dress di fibred from her sister’s, and had a shade 
of coquetry m its arrangements ; for Miss Brooke’s 
plain dressing was due to mixed conditions, in most 
of which her sister sha ed. The pride of being ladies 
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had something to do with it: the Brooke connec- 
tions, though not exactly aristocratic, were unques- 
tionably “ good : ” if you inquired backward for a 
generation or two, you would not find any yard- 
measuring or parcel - tying forefathers — anything 
lower tlian an admiral or a clergyman ; and there 
was even an ancestor discernible as a Puritan gen- 
tleman who served under Cromwell, but afterwards 
conformed, and managed* to come out of all political 
troubles as the proprietor of a respectable family 
estate. Young women of such birth, living in a 
quiet country-house, and attending a village church 
hardly larger than a parlour, naturally regarded 
frippery as the ambition of a huckster’s daughter. 
Then there was well-bred economy, which in those 
days made show in dress the first item to bo de- 
ducted from, when any margin was required for 
expenses more distinctive of rank. Such reasons 
would have been enough to account for plain dress, 
quite apart from religious feeling ; but in Miss 
Brooke’s case, religion alone would have deter- 
mined it ; and Celia mildly acquiesced in all her 
sister’s sentiments, only infusing them with that 
common -sqnse which is able to accept momentous 
doctrines without any eccentric agitation. Doro- 
thea knew many passages of •Pascal’s Pensfes and 
of Jeremy Taylor by heart ; and to her the destinies 
of mankind, seen by the light of Christianity, made 
the solicitudes 4 of feminine fashion # ap]tear an occu- 
pation for Bedlam. She could *not r;concile the 
anxieties of a spiritual lite involving eternal conse- 
quences, with a keen interest in guimp and artificial 
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protrusions of drapery. Her mind was theoretic, 
and yearned by its nature after some lofty conception 
of the world which might frankly include the parish 
of Tipton and her own rule of conduct there ; she 
was enamoured of intensity and greatness, and rash 
in embracing whatever seemed to her to have those 
aspects ; likely to seek martyrdom, to make retrac- 
tations, and then to incur martyrdom after all in a 
quarter where she had not sought it. Certainly 
such (dements in the character of a marriageable 
gfti tended to interfere with her lot, and hinder it 
VroiTi being decided according to custom, by good 
looks, vanity, and merely canine affection. With 
all this, she, the elder of the sisters, was not yet 
twenty, and they had both been educated, since 
they wer$ about twelve years old and had lost their 
parents, on plans at once narrow and promiscuous, 
first in an English family and af erwards in a Swiss 
family at Lausanne, their bachelor uncle and guard- 
ian trying in this way to remedy the disadvantages 
of their orphaned condition. 

It was hardly a year since they had come to live 
at Tipton Grange with their uncle, a man nearly 
sixty, of acquiescent temper, miscellaneous opin- 
ions, and uncertain vote. He had travelled in his 
younger years, and was held in this part of the 
county to have contracted a too rambling habit of 
mind. Mr Brooke’s conclusions were as difficult to 
predict as the weather : it was only M afo to say that 
ho would act with benevolent intentions, and that 
he would spend as little money as possible in carry- 
ing them out. For the most glutinously indefinite 
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minds enclose some hard grains of habit ; and a man 
lias been seen lax about all his own interests except 
the retention of his snuff-box, concerning which he 
was watchful, suspicions, and greedy of clutch. 

In Mr 'Brooke the hereditary strain of Puritan 
energy was clearly in abeyance ; but in his niece 
Dorothea it glowed alike through faults and virtues, 
turning sometimes into impatience of her uncle’s 
talk or Iris way of “ letting things bo” on his estate, 
and making her long all the more for the time when 
she would be of ago mid have some command fff 
money for generous schemes. She was regarded 
as an heiress ; for not only had the sisters^* even 
hundred a -year each from their parents, but if 
Dorothea married and had a son, that son would 
inherit Mr Brooke’s estate, presumably worth about 
three thousand a- year — a rental which seemed 
wealth to provincial families, still discussing Mr 
Peefs late conduct on the Catholic question, inno- 
cent of future gold-fields, and of that gorgeous 
plutocracy which has so nobly e&altod the neces- 
sities of genteel life. 

And how should Dorothea not marry? — a girl so 
handsome and with such prospects? Nothing could 
hinder it but her love of extremes, and her insist- 
ance on regulating life according to notions ♦which 
might cause a wary man to hesitate before he made 
her an offer, or even might lead her at ^st to refuse 
all offers. A ydung htdy.of some bh'th f and fortune, 
who knelt suddenly down on a lirick floor by the 
side of a sick labourer and prayed fervidly, as if she 
thought herself living in the tfme of the Apostles— 
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who had strange whims of fasting like a Papist, 
and of sitting up at night to read old theological 
books ! Such a wife might awaken you some fine 
morning with a new scheme for the application of 
her income which would interfere with political 
economy and the keeping of saddle-horses : a man 
would naturally think twice before he risked him- 
self in such fellowship. Women were expected to 
have weak opinions ; but the great safeguard of 
society and of domestic life, was, that opinions wero 
hot acted on. Sane people did what their neigh- 
bours did, ,so that if any lunatics were at large, 
ono might know and avoid them. 

Tho rural opinion about the new young ladies, 
even among the cottagers, was generally in favour 
of Celia, as being so amiable and innocent-looking, 
while Miss Brooke’s large eyes seemed, like her 
religion, too unusual and striking. Poor Dorothea! 
compared with her, the innocent-looking Celia was 
knowing and worldly-wise ; so much subtler is a 
human mind than tho outside tissues which make 
a sort of blazonry or clock-face for it. 

Yet tlioso who approached Dorothea, though pre- 
judiced against her by this alarming hearsay, found 
that she had a charm unaccountably reconcilable 
with it. Most men thought her bewitching when 
she was on horseback. She loved the fresh air 
and the various aspects of the country, and when 
her eyes and cheeks glowed with mingled pleasure 
she looked very little like a devotee. Riding was 
an indulgence which ska allowed herself in spite 
of conscientious qua 1 ms ; she felt that she enjoyed 
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it in a pagan sensuous way, and always looked for- 
ward to renouncing it. 

She was open, ardent, and not in the least self- 
admiring; indeed, it was pretty to see how her 
imagination adorned her sister Celia with attrac- 
tions altogether superior to her own, and if any 
gentleman appeared to come to the Grange from 
some other motivo than that of seeing Mr Brooke, 
she concluded that lie must be in love with Celia : 
Sir James Chettam, for example, whom she con- 
stantly considered from Celia’s point of view, in- c ' 
wardly debating whether it would bo good for 
Celia to accept him. That ho should be regarded 
as a suitor to herself would have seemed to hor 
a ridiculous irrelevance. Dorothea, with all her 
eagerness to know the truths of life^ retained very 
childlike ideas about marriage. She felt sure that 
she would have accepted .the judicious Hooker, if 
she had beon born in time to save him from that 
wretched mistake he made in matrimony; or John 
Milton when his blindness had come on ; or any 
of the other great men wlnfko odd habits it would 
liavo been glorious piety to endure ; but an amiable 
handsome baronet, who said “ Exactly ” to her re- 
marks even when she expressed uncertainty, — how 
could he affect her as a lover? Jlie really delight- 
ful marriage must be that where your husband was 
a sort of father, and could teach you even Hebrew, 
if you wished it. L 

These peculiarities of Dorothea’s character caused 
Mr Brooke to be all the tfiore blamed *n neigh- 
bouring families for not securing stfme middle-Uged 



BOOK I. MISS BROOKE. 


13 


lady as guide and companion to his nieces. But 
lie himself dreaded so much the sort of superior 
woman likely to be # available for such a position, 
that he allowed himself to be dissuaded by Doro- 
thea's objections, and was in this case brave enough 
to defy the world — that is to say, Mrs Cadwallader 
the Rector's wife, and the small group of gentry 
with whom he visited in the north-east corner of 
Loamshire. So Miss Brooke presided in her uncle’s 
household, and did not at all dislike her new autho- 
rity, with the homage that belonged to it. 

Sir James Chettam was going to dine at the 
Grange to-day with another gentleman whom the 
girls hau never seen, and about whom Dorothea 
felt some venerating expectation. This was the 
Reverend Edward Casaubon, noted in the county 
as a man of profound learning, understood for many 
years to be engaged or a g eat work concerning 
religious history ; also as a man of wealth enough 
to give .lustro to his piety, and having views of his 
own which were to be more clearly ascertained on 
the publication of his book. His very name carried 
an impressiveness hardly to be measured without 
a precise chronology of scholarship. 

Early in the day Dorothea had returned from the 
infart school which she had set going in the village, 
and was taking her usual place in the pretty sitting- 
room which divided the bedrooms of the sisters, 
bent on finishing a plan for some buildings (a kind 
of work which she delighted in), when Celia, who 
had been watching her with a hesitating desire to 
propose something, said — 
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“ Dorothea, dear, if y&h don't mind — if yon are 
not very busy — suppose wo looked at mamma’s 
jewels to-day, and divided them? It is exactly 
six months to-day since uncle gave them to you, 
•and you have not looked at thorn yet." 

Celia’s faco had the shadow of a pouting expres- 
sion in it, the full presence of the pout being kept 
back by an habitual awe of Dorothea and principle ; 
two associated facts which might show, a mysterious 
electricity if you touched them incautiously. To 
her relief, Dorothea’s eyes were full of laughter as ' 
she looked up. 

“ What a wonderful little almanac you are, Celia ! 
Is it six calendar or six lunar months?” 

u It is the last day of September now, and it was 
the first of April when uncle gave them to ^ou 4 Yon 
know, he said that he had forgotten them till then. 
I believe you have no*er tlwmght of them since you 
locked them up in the cabinet here.” 

u Well, dear, we should never wear them, you 
know.” Dorothea spoke in a full cordial tone, half 
caressing, half explanatory. *8110 had her pencil in 
her hand, and was making tiny side -plans on a 
margin. 

Celia coloufed, and looked very grave. u I think, 
dear, we are wanting in respect to jrnamma’s memory, 
to put them by and take no notice of them. And,” 
she added, after hesitating a little, with a rising 
sob of mortification, u necklaces aro (pike usual now ; 
and Madame Poimjon, who was stricter in some 
things even than you are, uged to wear ornaments. 
And Christians generally — su/efy there are wotnen 
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in heaven now who wore*jewels.” Celia was con- 
scious of some mental strengtli when she really 
applied herself to argument. 

“You would like to wear them?” exclaimed Doro- 
thea, an air of astonished discovery animating her 
whole person with a dramatic action which she had 
caught from that very Madame Poin^on who woro 
the ornaments. “ Of course, then, let us have them 
out. Why did you not tell mo beforo ? But the keys, 
the keys ! ” She pressed her hands against the sides 
of her head and seemed to despair of her memory. 

“ They are here,” said Celia, with whom this ex- 
planation *had been long meditated and prearranged. 

“ Pray open the large drawer of the cabinet and 
get out the jewel-box.” 

The caske f was soon open beforo thorn, and the 
various jewels spread out, making a bright parterre 
on the table. It was nu great collection, but a few 
of the ornaments wore really of remarkable beauty, 
the finest that was obvious at first being a necklace 
of purple amethysts set in exquisite gold work, and 
a pearl cross with five brilliants in it. Dorothea 
immediately took up the necklace and fastened it 
round her sister’s neck; where it fitted almost as 
closely as a bracelet ; but the circle suited the Hen- 
rieUa-Maria stylo of Celia’s head and neck, and she 
could see that it did, in the pier-glass opposite. 

“ There, Celia ! you can wear that with your 
Indian muslin. But this cross yju must wear with 
your dark dresres.” 

Celia was trying not to smile with pleasure. u 0 
Dodo, you must ke ,p the cross yourself.”# 
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“No, no, dear, no,” said ‘Dorothea, putting up her 
hand with careless deprecation. 

“ Yes, indeed you must ; it would suit you — in 
your black dress, now,” said Celia, insistingly. “ You 
might wear that.” 

“Not for the world, not for the world. A cross 
is the last tiling I would Wear as a trinket.” Doro 
tliea shuddered slightly. 

“Then you will think it wicked in me to wear 
it,” said Celia, uneasily. 

“No, dear, no,” said Dorothea, stroking her sister’s 
cheek. “ Souls have complexions too : what will 
suit one will not suit another.” 

“But you might like to keep it for mamma’s 
sake.” 

“No, I have other things of mamma\s-*-her sandal- 
wood box which I am so fond of — plenty of things. 
In fact, they are all ycfcirs, d^ar. We need discuss 
them no longer. There — take away your property.” 

Celia felt a little hurt. There was a strong as- 
sumption of superiority in this Puritanic toleration, 
hardly less trying to tho blond flesh of an mien- 
thusiastic sister than a Puritanic persecution. 

“ But how can I wear ornaments if you, who aro 
the elder sister* will never wear them?” 

“Nay, Celia, that is too much to ,^sk, that 1 shoifld 
wear trinkets to keep you in countenance. If I 
were to put on such a necklace as that, J should 
feel as if I had be eft piroifbtting. The tvojjld would 
go round with me, and I should not# know # how to 
walk.” J 

Celia had unclasped the necklact anci drawn it off 
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“ It would be a little tight for your neck ; something 
to lie down and hang would suit you better/’ she 
said, with some satisfaction. The complete unfit- 
ness of the necklace from all points of view for Doro- 
thea, made Celia happier in taking it. She was 
opening some ring -boxes, which disclosed a fine 
emerald with diamonds, and just then the sun pass- 
ing beyond a cloud sent a bright gleam over the table. 

“ How very beautiful these gems are ! ” said Doro- 
thea, under a now current of feeling, as sudden as 
the gleam. “ It is strange how deeply colours seem 
to penetrate one, like scent. I suppose that is the 
reason why gems arc used as spiritual emblems in 
the Revelation of St John. They look like frag- 
ments of heaven. I think that emerald is more 
beautiful thru any of them.” 

“ And there is a bracelet to match it,” said Celia. 
“We did not notice this at fust.” 

“ They are lovely,” said Dorothea, slipping the ring 
and bracelet on her finely-turned finger and wrist, 
and holding them towards the window on a level 
with her eyes. All the while her thought was try- 
ing to justify her delight in the colours by merging 
them in her mystic religious joy. 

“You would like those, Dorothea,” said Celia, 
rather falteringly, beginning to think with wonder 
that her sister showed some weakness, and also that 
emeralds would suit her own complexion even better 
than purple amethysts. “You mast keep that ring 
and bracelet — ; f nothing else. But see, these agates 
are very pretty — and quiet.” 

“ Yes ! I will ke /p these — this ring and bracelet/’ 
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said Dorothea. Then, letting her hand fall on the 
table, she said in another tone — “Yet what miser- 
able men find such things, and work at them, and 
sell them!” She paused again, and Celia thought 
that her sister was going to renounce the ornaments, 
as in consistency she ought to do. 

“Yes, dear, I will keep these,” said Dorothea, de- 
cidedly. “But take all tlio rest away, and the 
casket.” * 

She took up her pencil without removing the 
jewols, and still looking at them. She thought of 
often having them by her, to feed her eye at those 
little fountains of pure colour. 

“Shall you wear, them in company ?” said Celia, 
who was watching her with real curiosity as to what 
she would do. 

Dorothea glanced quickly at her sister. Across 
all her imaginative aTlornnfent of those whom sho 
loved, there darted now and then a keen discern- 
ment, which was not without a scorching quality. 
If Miss Brooke ever attained perfect meekness, it 
would not be for lack of inward fire. 

“ Perhaps,” she said, rather haughtily. “I cannot 
toll to what level I may sink.” 

Celia blushed, and was unhappy : she saw that 
she had offended her sister, and blared not say feven 
anything pretty about the gift of the ornaments 
which she put back into the box and carried away. 
Dorothea too was # unhapf>y, as she went <*n with her 
plan-drawing, questioning the puritytof her* own feel- 
ing and speech in the scenh which had ended with 
that little explosion. 
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Celia's consciousness told her that she had not 
been at all in the wrong: it was quite natural and 
justifiable that she should have asked that question, 
and she repeated to herself that Dorothea was in- 
consistent : either she should have taken her full 
share of the jewels, or, after what she had said, she 
should have renounced them altogether. 

“I am sure — at least, I trust,” thought Celia, 
u that the wearing of a necklace will not interfere 
with my prayers. And I do not see that I should 
be bound by Dorothea’s opinions now wo are going 
into society, though of course she herself ought to 
be hound by them. But Dorothea is not always 
consistent.” 

Tims Celia, mutely bending over her tapestry, 
until she hea/d her faster calling her. 

“Hero, Kitty, como and look at my plan ; I shall 
think I am a great architect, if I have not got in- 
compatible stairs and fireplaces.” 

As Celia bent over the paper, Dorothea put her 
cheek against her sister’s arm caressingly. Celia 
understood the action. Dorothea saw that she had 
been in the wrong, and Celia pardoned her. Since 
they could remember, there had been a mixture of 
criticism and awe in the attitude of Celia’s mind 
towards her elder sister. The younger had always 
worn a yoke but is there any yoked creature with- 
out its private opinions ? 
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“ ‘ Dime ; no vea aquel caballcro quo hficia nosotroa vieno sohre un 
cabal lo rucio rodado quo true pucsto on la eabeza un yclmo do oro?' ‘ Lo 
que veo y columbro,' respondid Soncho, ‘no os sino un honibro aobro un 
asno pardo eoino cl mio, quo trao sobrc Ja oaboza ima oosa quc rolumbra.’ 

* Plica esc cs cl yelmo do Mambrino,' dijo Don Quij«>to.”— C’Eif. antes. 

“ ‘Scost tliou not yon cavalier who conioth toward us on a dapplo-grcy 
steed, and weareth a golden heliuct.?* ‘Wh.it I hoc,* answered Hancho, 
Ms nothing but a man on a grey ass like my own, wjio carries something 
shiny on his head.* * Just so,* answered Don Quixote : ‘ and that resplen- 
dent object is the helmet of Mambrino.”* 


“Sir Humphry Davy?” Raid Mr Brooke, over the 
soup, in his easy smiling way, taking up Sir James 
Chettam’s remark that lie was studying Davy’s Agri- 
cultural Chemistry. “ Well, now, Sir Humphry 
Davy : I dined with him years ago at Cartvmght’s, 
and Wordsworth was there too — the poet Words- 
worth, you know. Now there was something sin- 
gular. I was at Cambridge when Wordsworth* was 
there, and I never met him — and I dined with him 
twenty years afterwards at Cartwright’?*. There’s 
an oddity in things, no\f. But DavyVfw there : he 
was a poet too. Or, as I may say, W ord^worth was 
poet one, and Davy was po\st , two. ^ That was true 
in every sense, you know.” * 
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Dorothea felt a little more uneasy than usual. In 
the beginning of dinner, the party being small and 
the room still, these motes from tire mass of a magis- 
trate^ mind fell too noticeably. She wondered how 
a man like Mr Casaubon would support such trivial- 
ity. llis manners, she thought, were very dignified ; 
the set of his iron-grey hair and his deep eye-sockets 
made him resemble the portrait of Locke. Ho had 
the spare form and the pale complexion which be- 
came a student; as different as possible from the 
^blooming Englishman of the red- whiskered type re- 
presented by Sir Janies Chettam. 

“ I am reading the Agricultural Chemistry,” said 
this excellent baronet, “because 1 am going to take 
ono of the farms into my own hands, and see if 
something cannot be done in setting a good pattern 
of farming among my tenants. Do you approve of 
that, Miss Brooke?” 

“A great mistake, Oliettain,” interposed Mr Brooke, 
“going into electrifying your land and that kind 
of thing, and making a parlour of your cow-house. 
It won’t do. I went into science a great deal myself 
at one time ; but I saw it would not do. It leads to 
everything ; you can let nothing alone. No, no — 
see that your tenants don’t sell their straw, and 
that kind of thing ; and give them draining -tiles, 
you know. But your fancy farming will not do — 
the most expensive sort of whistle you can buy : you 
may as weU keep a pack of noimds.” 

“Surely,” sa iV l Dorothea,* “ it is better to spend 
money in finding out how men can make the most 
of the land which supports them all, than in keeping 
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dogs and horses only to gallop over it. It is not a 
sin to make yourself poor in performing experiments 
for the good of aft.” 

She spoke with more energy than is expected of 
so young a lady, but Sir James had appealed to her. 
He was accustomed to do so, and she had often 
thought that she could urge him to many good 
actions when he was her brother-in-law. 

Mr Oasaubon turned his eyes very markedly on 
Dorothea while she was speaking, and seemed to 
observe her newly. 

u Young ladies don’t understand political economy, 
you know,” said Mr Brooke, smiling towards Mr 
Casaubon. “ I remember when wo were a*il reading 
Adam Smith. There is a book, now. I took in all 
the new ideas at one time — humay. perfectibility, 
now. But some say, history moves in circles ; and 
that may be very Well sirgued ; I have argued it 
myself. The fact is, human reason may carry you a 
little too far — over the hedge, in fact. It carried mo 
a good way at one time ; but I saw it woidd not do. 
I pulled up ; I pulled up in* time. But not too hard. 
I have always been in favour of a little theory : we 
must have Thought ; else we shall be landed back 
in the dark* ages. But talking of books, there is 
Southey’s * Peninsular War.’ I. am reading that of 
a morning. You know Southey?” 

u No,” said Mr Oasaubon, not keeping pace with 
Mr Brooke’s impetuout reason, and thinking of the 
book only. “ I have ltttlo leisure ij>r such literature 
just now. I have been rasing up my eyesight on 
old characters lately; the fact is* l*want a reader 
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for my evenings ; but I am fastidious in voices, and 
I cannot endure listening to an imperfect reader. It 
is a misfortune, in some senses : I feed too much on 
the inward sources ; I live too much with the dead. 
My mind is something like the ghost of an ancient, 
wandering about the world and trying mentally to 
construct it as it used to be, in spite of ruin and 
confusing changes. But I find it necessary to use 
the utmost caution about my eyesight.” 

This was the first time that Mr Casaubon had 
spoken at any length. He delivered himself with 
precision, as if lie had been called upon to make a 
public statement ; and the balanced sing-song neat- 
ness of his speech, occasionally corresponded to by 
a movement of his head, was the more conspicuous 
from its contrast with ‘good Mr Brooke’s scrappy 
slovenliness. Dorothea said to herself that Mr 
Casaubon was the most interesting man she had 
ever seen, not excepting even Monsieur Lirot, the 
Vaudois clergyman who had given conferences on 
the history of the Waldenses. To reconstruct a 
past world, doubtless with a view to the highest 
purposes of truth — what a work to bo in any way 
present at, to assist in, though only as a lamp-holdor 1 
This elevating thought lifted her above her annoy- 
ance at being twitted with her ignorance of poli- 
tical economy, that never-explained scionce which 
was thrust as an extinguisher over all her lights. 

“But you are fond of riding, Miss Brooke,” Sir 
James presently took an opportunity of saying. “ I 
should have thought vou would enter a little into 
the pleasures of burning. I wish you would let me 



24 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


uend over a chestnut horse for you to try. It has 
been trained for a lady. 1 saw you on Saturday 
cantering over the hill on a nag not worthy of you. 
My groom shall bring Cory don for you every day, if 
you will only mention the time.” 

“ Thank you, you are very good. I mean to give 
up riding. 1 shall not ride any more,” said Dorothea, 
urged to this brusque resolution by a little annoyance 
that Sir James would be soliciting her attention 
when she wanted to give it all to Mr Casaubon^ 

“No, that is too hard,” said Sir Janies, in a tone* 
of reproach that showed strong interest. “Your 
sister is given to self-mortification, is sh<j,no4?” ho 
continued, turning to Celia, who sat at his right 
hand. 

“ I think she is,” said Celia,, feeliifg afraid lost she 
should say something that would not please her 
sister, and blushing as prettily as possible above her 
necklace. “She likes giving up.” 

“If that were true, Celia, my giving-up would be 
self-indulgence, not soif-jnortification. But there 
may be good reasons for choosing not to do what is 
very agreeable,” said Dorothea.. 

Mr Broojco was speaking at the same time, but 
it was evident that Mr Casaubon was observing 
Dorothea, and she was aware # of it. 

“Exactly,” said Sir James. “You give up from 
some high, generous motive.” V 

“ No, indeed, 1 “not exactly. I did* nc ft say that of 
myself,” answered Dorothea, reddening. Unliko 
Celia, she rarely blushed, am# 1 only # from high delight 
or anger. At this moment slie felt *angry with the 
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perverse Sir James. Why did he not pay attention 
to Celia, and leave her to listen to Mr Casaubon ?■ — 
if that learned man would only talk, instead of 
allowing himself to be talked to by Mr Brooke, who 
was just then informing him that the Reformation 
either meant something or it did not, that he himself 
was a Protestant to the core, but that Catholicism was 
a fact ; and as to refusing an acre of your ground for 
a Romanist chapel, all men needed the bridle of 
religion, which, properly speaking, was tho dread of 
a hereafter. 

“I made a great study of theology at one time,” 
said Brooke, as if to explain the insight just 
manifested. “ I know something of all schools. I 
knew Wilberforce in his best days. Do you know 
Wilberfoioe?” 

Mr Casaubon said, “ No.” 

“Well, Wilberforce was perhaps not enough of a 
thinker ; but if I went into Parliament, as I have 
been asked to do, I should sit on the independent 
bench, as Wilberforce did, and work at philanthropy.” 

Mr Casaubon bowed, and observed that it was a 
wide field. 

“Yes,” said Mr Brooke, with ‘an easy smile, “but 
I have documents. I began a long while ago to 
collect documents. They want arranging, but when 
a question has struck me, I have written to some- 
body and got an answer. I have documents at 
my back. But now, how ao you arrange your 
documents?” 

“In pigeon-holes partly, ’ said Mr Casaubon, with 
rather a startled air of effort. 
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u Ah, pigeon - holes will not do. I have tried 
pigeon-holes, but everything gets mixed in pigeon- 
holes : I never know whether a paper is in A or Z.” 

“I wish you would let me sort your papers for 
you, uncle/' said Dorothea. “T would letter them 
all, and then make a list of subjects under each 
letter." 

Mr Oasaubon gravely smiled approval, and said 
to Mr Brooke, “ You have an excellent secretary at 
hand, you perceive." 

“No, no,” said Mr Brooke, shaking his head; “I 
cannot let young ladies meddle with my documents. 
Young ladies are too flighty.” 

Dorothea felt hurt. Mr Oasaubon would think 
that her uncle had some special reason for delivering 
this opinion, whereas the remark lajr in his* mind as 
lightly as the broken wing of an insect among all 
the other fragments there, and a chance current had 
sent it alighting on her . 

When the two girls were in the drawing-room 
alone, Celia said - 

“ How very ugly Mr Oasaubon is ! ” 

“ Celia ! He is one of the most distinguished- 
looking men I ever saw. He is remarkably like 
the portrait of Locke. He has tho same deep eye- 
sockets." 

“Had Locke those two white moles with hairs on 
them?" 

w < 

“Oh, I daresay! when people of ascertain sort 
looked at him,” said Dorothea, Svalking away a 
Jittle. ^ 

“Mr Casaubon is so sallow." 
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“All tho better. I suppose you admire a man 
with the complexion of a cochon de lait.” 

“ Dodo ! ” exclaimed Celia, looking after her in 
surprise. “ I never heard you make such a com- 
parison before.” 

“ Why should I make it before the occasion 
came ? It is a good comparison : the match is 
perfect.” 

Miss Brooke was clearly forgetting herself, and 
Celia thought so. 

“ I wonder you show temper, Dorothea.” 

“It is so painful in you, Celia, that you will look 
at huTnar beings as if they were merely animals 
with a toilet, and never see tho great soul in a 
man’s face.” 

“Has Mr Casaubon a great soul?” Celia was 
not without a touch of naive malice. 

“Yes, I believe ho has,” said Dorothea, with the 
full voice of decision. “Everything 1 see in him 
corresponds to his pamphlet on Biblical Cosmology.” 

“He talks very little,” said Celia. 

“ There is no one for him to talk to.” 

Celia thought privately, “Dorothea quite despises 
Sir James Chettam ; I believe she would not accept 
him.” Celia felt that this was a pity. She had 
never been deceived as to the object of the baronet’s 
interest. Sometimes, indeed, she had reflected that 
Dodo, would perhaps not make a husband happy 
who had not her way of looking at things; and 
stifled in the depths of her heart was the feeling 
that her sister was toe religious for family comfort. 
Notions and scruples were like spilt needles, mak- 
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ing one afraid of treading, ‘or sitting’ down, or even 
eating. 

When Miss Brooke was at the lea-table, Sir James 
came to sit down by her, not having felt her mode 
of answering him at all offensive. Why should lie? 
He thought it probable that Miss Brooke liked him, 
and maimers must he? very marked indeed before 
they cease to be interpreted by preconceptions either 
confident or distrustful. She was thoroughly charm- 
ing to him, hut of course ho theorised a little about 
, • 
his attachment. He was made of excellent human 

dough, and had the rare merit of knowing that his 
talents, even if let loose, would not set thc^smallest 
stream in the county on lint: hence he liked the 
prospect ot a wife to whom he .could say, u What 
shall we do?” about this or that who could help 
her husband out with reasons, and would also liavo 
the property qualification lor doing so. As to the 
excessive religiousness alleged against Miss Brooke, 
he had a very indefinite notion of what, it consisted 
in, and thought that it would die out with marriage. 
Tn short, he felt himsi It to h'* in love in the right 
place, and was leady t«» endure a great deal of pre- 
dominance, which, after all, a man could always put 
down when he liked. Sir James had no idea that 
ho should ever like to put dowif the predomiminco 
of this handsome girl, in whoso cleverness he de- 
lighted. Why not? A mans mind — what there is 
of it has always the advantage of be* ngp masculine, 
as the smallest birch-tree is of a kigher«kind than 
the ^most soaring palm, — and t evon his ignorance is 
of a sounder quality. Sir James might not have 
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originated this 4 estimate but a kind Providence 
furnishes the limpest personality with a little gum 
or starch in the form of tradition. 

^“Let me hope that you will rescind that resolution 
about the horse, Miss Brooke,” said the persevering 
admirer. “ I assure you, riding is the most healthy 
of exercises.” 

“ I am aware of it,” said Dorothea, coldly. “ I think 
it would do Celia good — if she would take to it.” 

“ But you are such a perfect horsewoman.” 

4 “ Excuse me ; I have had very little practice, and 
I should be easily thrown.” 

“ Then that is a reason for more practice. Every 
lady ought to be a perfect horsewoman, that she may 
accompany her husband.” 

“You see how widely we differ, Sir James. I 
have made up my mind that I ought not to be a 
perfect horsewoman, and so I should never corre- 
spond to your pattern of a lady.” Dorothea looked 
straight before her, and spoke with cold brusquerie, 
very much with the air of a handsome boy, in amus- 
ing contrast with tho solicitous amiability of her 
admirer. 

“ I should like to know your reasons for this cruel 
resolution. It is not possible that you should think 
horse nanship wrong.” 

“ It is quite possible that I should think it wrong 
for me.” 

“Oh, why?” said Sir James, in a tender tone of 
remonstrance. 

Mr Casaubon had come up to the table, tea-cup in 
hand, and was libieni ig. 
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“ We rrniRt not inquire too curiously into motives," 
iio interposed, in his measured way. “Miss Brooke 
knows tli at they are apt to become feeble in the 
utterance : the aroma is mixed with the grosser air. 
We m ust keep the germinating grain away from the 
light.” 

Dorothea coloured with pleasure, and looked up 
gratefully to the speaker. Here was a man who 
could understand the higher inward life, and with 
whom there could be some spiritual communion ; 
nay, who could illuminate principle with the wideift 
knowledge : a man whose learning almost amounted 
to a proof of whatever he believed ! 

Dorothea's inferences may seem large ;T>ut really 
life could never have gene on at any period but for 
this liberal allowance of conclusions, which has 
facilitated marriage under the difficulties of civilisa- 
tion. Has any on# ever* pinched into its pilulons 
smallness the cobweb of pre-matrimonial acquaint- 
anceship V 

“ Certainly,” said good Sir James. “Miss Brooke 
shall not be urged to te!i Reasons she would rather 
bo silent upon. 1 am sure her reasons would do her 
honour.” 

Me was not in the least jealous of the interest 
with which Dorothea had lookedup at Mf Casrihbon: 
it never occurred to him that a girl to whom he was 
meditating an offci* of marriage could care for a dried 
bookworm towards fifty, except, iadejd, in a re- 
ligions sort of way, as for a clergyman of some dis- 
tinction. 

However, since Miss Broolabbatf b&come engaged 
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in a conversation with Mr Oasaubon about the Van- 
dois clergy, Sir James betook himself to Celia, and 
talked to her about her sister ; spoke of a house in 
town, and asked whether Miss Brooke disliked Lon- 
don. Away from her sister, Celia talked quite easily, 
and Sir James said to himself that the second Miss 
Brooke was certainly very agreeable as well as 
pretty, though not, as some people pretended, more 
clever and sensible than the elder sister. He felt 
tl^t he had chosen the one who was in all respects 
dthe superior; and a man naturally likes to look 
forward to having the best. He would be the 
very Maw mm of bachelors who pretended not to 
expect it. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

: ‘S.'iy, poildiss, what ensued, when Raphael, 

Thu uiF;i l»lt* archangel . . . 

Eve 

The si ore heard attentive, and was filled 
VV it li .ulnmation, and deep muse, to hear 
Of things so high and strange.” 

—Vuradiae Lost, B. vii. 

Ip it had really occurred to Mr Casaubou t& think of 
Mina Brooke ns a suitable wife for him, the reasons 
that, itii^ht indue A her «to accept him wore already 
planted in her mind, and by the evening of the next 
day the reasons had budded and bloomed. For they 
had had a long conversation in the morning, while 
Delia, who did not like the company of Mr Casanbons 
moles and sallowimss, had escaped to the vicarage to 
play with the curate’s ill-shod but merry children. 

Dorothea by this time had looked deep into the 
ungauged reservoir of Mr Cswaubon’s 'mind,-* seeing 
reflected there in vague labyrinthine extension every 
quality she herself brought ; had opened much of 
her own experience £o him, and had understood from 
him the scope of his great work, ^ also of attractively 
labyrinthine extent. F<fr he had been as instructive 
as Miltons u affable arcliatigel a j and with some- 
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thing of the archangelio manner lie told her how 
he had undertaken to show (what indeed had been 
attempted before, but not with that thoroughness, 
justice of comparison, and effectiveness of arrange- 
ment at which Mr Casaubon aimed) that all the 
mythical systems or erratic mythical fragments in 
the world were corruptions of a tradition originally 
re vended. Having once mastered the true position 
and taken a firm footing there, the vast field of 
nythieal constructions became intelligible, nay, lum- 
inous with the reflected light of correspondences. 
But to gather in this great harvest of truth was no 
light or speedy work. His notes already made a 
formidable range of volumes, but ihe crowning task 
would be to condense these voluminous still-accu 
mulating results and bring them, like ihe earlier 
vintage of Hippocratic books, to fit a little shelf. 
In explaining this to Dorothea, Mr Casaubon ex- 
pressed himself nearly as lie would have done to a 
fellow-student, for he had not two styles of talking 
at command : it is true, that when lie used a Greek 
or Latin phrase he always gave the English with 
scrupulous care, but he would probably have done 
this in any case. A learned provincial clergyman 
is accustomed to think of his acquaintances as of 
“ lords, knyghtes, anu other noble and worthi men, 
that conno Latyn but lytille.” 

Dorothea was altogether captivated by the wide 
embrace of this conception. Hero was something 
beyond the shallows of ladies'-school literature : hero 
was a living Bossuet, whose work would reconcile 
complete knowledge with devoted piety $ here was 
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a modern Augustine who united the glories of doctor 
and saint. 

The sanctity seemed no less clearly marked than 
the learning, for when Dorothea was impelled to 
open her mind on certain themes which she could 
speak of to no one whom she had before seen at 
Tipton, especially on the secondary importance of 
ecclesiastical forms and articles of belief compared 
with that spiritual religion, that submergence of self 
in communion with Divine perihelion which seemed 
to her to be expressed in the best Christian books r 
of widely-distant ages, she found in Mr Casaubon 
a listener who understood her at once, ^ who could 
assure her of his own agreement, with that view 
when duly tempered with wise conformity, and could 
mention historical examples before wiknovfri to her. 

“lie thinks with me,” said Dorothea to herself, 

01 rather, he thinks a whole world of which my 
thought is but a poor twopenny mirror. And his 
feelings too, his whole experience — what a lake 
compared with my little pool ! ” 

Mws Brooke argued from words and dispositions 
not less unhesitatingly than other young ladies of 
her ago. Signs are small measurable things, but 
interpretations are illimitable, and in gir\s of sweet, 
ardent nature, every sign is apt to conjure up won- 
der, hope, belief, vast as a sky, and coloured by a 
diffused thimbleful of matter in the shape of know- 
ledge. They fuo neft always too grossly deceived ; 
for Smbad himself may have fallen by .good-luck on 
a true description, and vvriyig reasoning sometimes 
lands poor mortals in right ‘conclusions : starting a 
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long way off the true point, and proceeding by loops 
and zigzags, we now and then arrive just where we 
ought to be. Because Miss Brooke was hasty in 
her trust, it is not therefore clear that Mr Casaubon 
was unworthy of it. 

He stayed a little longer than he had intended, 
on a slight pressure of invitation from Mr Brooke, 
who .offered no bait except his own documents on 
machine-breaking and rick-burning. Mr Casaubon 
was called into the library to look at these in a 
licap, while his host picked up first one and then 
the other to read aloud from in a skipping and un- 
certain way, passing from one unfinished passage 
to another with a “ Yes, now, but here ! ” and finally 
pushing them all aside to open the journal of his 
youthful Continental travels. 

“Look here — here is all about Greece. Rham- 
nus, the ruins of Rhamnus — you are a great Grecian, 
now. T don’t know whether you have given much 
study to the topography. I spent no end of time 
in making out these things — Helicon, now. Here, 
now ! — 1 We started the next morning for Parnassus, 
the double-peaked Parnassus.’ All this volume is 
about Greece, you know,” Mr Brooke wound up, 
rubbing liis thumb transversely along the edges 
of the leaves as he held the book forward. 

Mr Casaubon made a dignified though somewhat 
sad audience ; bowed in the right place, and avoided 
looking at rny thing documentary as far as possible, 
without showing disregard or impatience ; mindful 
that tliis desultoriness was associated with the insti- 
tutions of the country, and that the man who took 
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him on this severe mental scamper was not only an 
amiable host, but a landholder and custos rotulorum. 
Was his endurance aided also by the reflection that 
Mr Brooke was the uncle of Dorothea ? 

Certainly he seemed more and more bent on mak- 
ing her talk to him, on drawing her out, as Celia 
remarked to herself; and in looking at her his face 
was often lit up by a smile like pale wintry sun- 
shine. Before he left the next morning, while 
taking a pleasant walk with Miss Brooke along 
the gravelled terrace, lie had mentioned to her 
that he felt the disadvantage of loneliness, the 
need of that cheerful companionship u§tli which 
the presence of youth can lighten or vary the 
serious toils of maturity. And lie delivered this 
statement with as much careful precision *as if he 
had been a diplomatic envoy whose words would 
be attended with results. Indeed, Mr Casaubon 
was not used to expect that lie should have to 
repeat or revise his communications of a practical 
or personal kind. The inclinations which he had 
deliberately stated on the 2d of October he would 
think it enough to refer to by the mention of that 
date ; judging by the standard of his own memory, 
which was a volume where a vide supra jcould serve 
instead of repetitions, and not the ordinary long- 
used blotting - book which only tells of forgotten 
writing. But in this case Mr Casaubon^s confidence 
was not likely *to be* falsified, for bofothea heard 
and retained what he said with Ae eager interest 
of a fresh young nature to #vhicl^ every variety in 
experience is an epoch. 
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It was three o’clock in the beautiful breezy autumi* 
day when Mr Casaubon drove off to his Rectory at 
Lowick, only five miles from Tipton ; and Dorothea, 
who had on her bonnet and shawl, hurriecPalong 
the shrubbery and across the park that she might 
wander through the bordering wood with no other 
visible companionship than that of Monk, the Great 
St Bernard dog, who always took care of the young 
ladies in their walks. There had risen before her 
the girl’s vision of a possible future for herself to 
which she looked forward with trembling hope, and 
she wanted to wander on in that visionary future 
without interruption. She walked briskly in the 
brisk air, the colour rose in her cheeks, and her 
straw-bonnet (which our contemporaries might look 
at with conjectural curiosity as at an obsolete form 
of basket) fell a little backward. She would per- 
haps be hardly characterised enough if it were 
omitted that she wore her brown hair flatly braided 
and ^coiled behind so as to expose the outline of 
her head in a daring manner at a time when public 
feeling required the meagreness of nature to be 
dissimulated by tall barricades of frizzed curls and 
bows, never surpassed by any great race except 
the Feejeean. This was a trait of Miss Brooke’s 
asceticism. “But theie was nothing of an ascetic’s 
expression in her bright full eyes, as she looked 
before her, not consciously seeing, but absorbing 
into the intensity of her mood, the solemn glory 
of the afternoon with its long swathes of light be- 
tween the far -off rows of limes, whose shadows 
touched eaoh oilier. 
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All people, young or old (that is, all people in 
those ante -reform times), would have thought her 
ail interesting object if they had referred the glow 
in her eyes and cheeks to the newly - awakened 
ordinary images of young love : the illusions of 
Chloe about Strephon have been sufficiently conse- 
crated in poetry, as the pathetic loveliness of all 
spontaneous I nisi ought to he. Miss Pippin ador- 
ing young Pumpkin, and dreaming along endless 
vistas of unwearying companionship, was a little 
drama which never tired our fathers and mothers, 
and had been put into all costumes. Let but 
Pumpkin have a figure* which would sustain the 
disadvantages of the*, short -waisted swallow-tail, and 
everybody felt it not only natural hut necessary 
to the perfection of womanhood, that a sweet girl 
should be at once convinced of bis virtue, his ex- 
ceptional ability, and above all, his perfect sincerity. 
But perhaps no persons then living — certainly none 
in the neighbourhood of Tipton — would hav.e had 
a sympathetic understanding for the dreams of a 
girl whose notions about marriage took their colour 
entirely from an exalted enthusiasm about the ends 
of life, an enthusiasm which was lit chiefly by its 
own fire, and included neither the niceties j>f the 
trousseau , the pattern of plate, nor even the honours 
and sweet joys of the blooming matron. 

It had now ^entered Dorothea’s # in itid that Mr 
Casaubon might wish to make her }fis wife, and 
the idea that he would (lo so torched her with a 
sort of reverential gratitude* % Hcw^good of him— 
nay, it would be almost as il a winged messenger 
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had suddenly stood beside her path and held out 
his hand towards her! For a long while she had 
been oppressed by the indefiniteness which hung in 
her mind, like a thick summer haze, over all her 
desire to make her life greatly effective. What 
could she do, what ought she to do? — she, hardly 
more than a budding woman, but yet with an active 
conscience and a great mental need, not to be satis- 
fied by a girlish instruction comparable to the nib* 
brings and judgments of a discursive mouse. With 
some endowment of stupidity and conceit, she might 
have thought that a Christian young lady of fortune 
should fir 1 her ideal of life in village charities, 
patronago of the humbler clergy, the perusal of 
‘Female Scripture Characters,’ unfolding the private 
experience of Sara under the Old Dispensation, and 
Dorcas under the New, and the c ,re of her soul over 
her embroidery in her own boudoir — with a back- 
ground of prospective marriage to a man who, if 
less strict than herself, as being involved in affairs 
religiously inexplicable, might be prayed for and 
seasonably exhorted. From such contentment poor 
Dorothea was shut out. The intensity of her re- 
ligious disposition, the coercion it exercised over 
her life, was but ono aspect pf a nature altogether 
ardent, theoretic, and intellectually consequent : and 
with such a nature struggling in the bands of a 
narrow teaching, hemmed in bv a social life which 
seemed nothing but a labyrinth of petty courses, 
a walled-in maze of small paths that led no whither, 
the outcome was lure to strike others as at once 
exaggeration and inconsistency. The thing which 
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seemed to her best, she wanted to justify by the 
completest knowledge ; and not to live in a pre- 
tended admission of rules which were never acted 
on. Into this soul-hunger as yet all her youthful 
passion was poured ; the union which attracted her 
was one that would deliver her from her girlish 
subjection to her own ignorance, and give her the 
freedom of voluntary submission to a guide who, 
would take her along the grandest path. 

“I should learn everything then,” she said tp 
herself, still walking quickly along the bridle road 
through the wood. “It would be my duty to study 
that I might help him the better in his gr^at works. 
There would be nothing trivial about our lives. 
Everyday -things with us would mean the greatest 
things. It would be like* marrying Pascal. I 
should learn to »eg the ^trutli by the same light as 
great men have seen it by. And then I should 
know what to do, when I got older : I should see 
how it was possiblo to lead a grand life here— now 
— in England. I don’t fc\*?l sure about doing good 
in any way now : everything seems like going on 
a mission to a people whose language 1 don’t know 5 
— unless it j were building good cottages — there can 
be no doubt about, that. Oh, I hope I should be 
able to get the people well housed in Lowiek ! I 
will draw plenty of plans while I have time.” 

Dorothea checked ^herself suddenly •with self- re- 
buke for the presumptuous way in vtfiich she was 
reckoning on uncertain evgnts, but«aho was spared any 
inward effort to change the direct jpn of her thoughts 
by the appearance of a cantering horseman round a 
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turning of the road. The well-groomed chestnut 
horse and two beautiful setters could leave no doubt 
that the rider was Sir James Chettam. He discerned 
Dorothea, jumped off his horse at once, and, having 
delivered it to his grpom, advanced towards her with 
something white on his arm, at which the two setters 
were barking in an excited manner. 

“How delightful to meet you, Miss Brooke,” ho 
said, raising his hat and showing his sleekly- waving 
blond hair. “ It lias hastened the pleasure 1 was 
looking forward to.” 

Miss Brooke was annoyed at the interruption. 
This amiable baronet, really a suitable husband for 
Celia, exaggerated the necessity of making himself 
agreeable to the elder sister. Even a prospective 
brother •in-law may be an oppression if he will 
always be presupposing too good an understanding 
with you, and agreeing with you even when you 
contradict him. The thought that he had made 
the mistake of paying his addresses to herself could 
not take shape : all her p mental activity was used 
up in persuasions of another kind. But he was 
positively obtrusive at this moment, and his dimpled 
hands were quite disagreeable. Her roused temper 
made her colour deeply, as she returned his greeting 
with some Haughtiness. 

Sir James interpreted the heightened colour in 
the way mgst gratifying to himself, and thought 
he never saw Miss Brooke looking so handsome. 

“ I have brought a little petitioner,” he said, “ or 
rather, I have brou fiirn to §ee if he will be 
approved befor^his petition is offered.” He showed 
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the white object under his arm, which was a tiny 
Maltese puppy, one of nature’s most naive toys. 

“ It is painful to mo to sec these creatures that 
are bred merely as pets,” said Dorothea, whose 
opinion was forming itself that very moment (as 
opinions will) under the heat of irritation. 

“ Oh, why ?” said Sir James, as they walked 
forward. 

“ I believe, all the potting 1 that is given them does 
not make them happy. They are too helpless : their 
lives an- too frail. A weasel or a mouse that ge!s 
its own living is more interesting. I like to think 
that the animals about us have souls something like 
our own, and either carry on their own little affairs 
or can bo companions to us, like Monk here. Those 
creatures are parasitic.” 

“ F am so glad I know that you do not like them,” 
said good Sir James. I should never keep them 
for myself, but ladies usually are fond of these Mal- 
tese dogs. Here, John, take this dog, will you?” 

The objectionable pupjjy, whose nose and eyes 
were equally black and expressive, was thus got 
rid of, since Miss Brooke decided that it had better 
not have been born. But she felt it necessary to 
explain. 

“ You must not judge of Oefta’s feeling froin mine. 
I think she likes these small pets. She had a tiny 
terrier once, which she was very fond^f. It made 
me unhappy, because I was afraid 6f treading on it; 
I am rather short-sighted.” 

“ You have your own ‘opinion about everything, 
Miss Brooke, and it is always a good opinion.” 
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What answer was possible to such stupid compli- 
menting ? 

“Do you know, I envy you that,” Sir James said, 
as they continued walking at the rather brisk pace 
set by Dorothea. 

“ I don’t quite understand what you mean.” , 

“ Your power of forming an opinion. I can form 
an opinion of persons. 1 know when I like people. 
But about other matters, do you know,*l have often 
^a difficulty in deciding. One hears very sensible 
things said on opposite sides.” 

“ Or that seem sensible. Perhaps we don’t always 
discriminate between sense and nonsense.” 

Dorothea felt that she was rather rude. 

“Exactly,” said Sir James. “But you seem to 
have tlfo power of discrimination.” 

“ On the contrary, I am often unable to decide. 
But that is from ignorance. The right conclusion 
is there all the same, though I am unable to see it.” 

“ I think there are few who would see it more 
readily. Do you kno\y, # Lovcgood was telling me 
yesterday that you had the best notion in the world 
of a plan for cottages — quite wonderful for a young 
lady, he thought. You had a real genus , to use his 
expression. He said you wanted Mr Brooke to build 
a new set of cottages, but he seemed to think it 
hardly probable that your uncle would consent. Do 
you know, that is one of the things I wish to do — I 
mean, on n*y own estate. I* should be so glad to 
carry out that plun of yours, »if you would let me see 
it. Of course, it is f sinking money; that is why 
people object To it. Labourers can never payment 
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to make it answer. But, after all, it is worth 
doing.” 

tl Worth doing ! yes, indeed,” said Dorothea, ener- 
getically, forgetting her previous small vexations. 
u I think we deserve to be beaten out of our beauti- 
ful houses with a scourge of small cords — all of us 
who let tenants tyve in such sties as we see round 
us. Life in cottages might be happier Ilian ours,, 
if they were real houses fit for human beings from 
whom we expect duties and affections.” 

“ Will you show me your plan ? ” 

“ Yes, certainly. I daresay it is very faulty. 
But I have been examining all the pla^s for cot- 
tages in Loudon’s book, and picked out what seem 
the best things. Oh what a happiness it would be 
to set the pattern about here ! I think, iftstead of 
Lazarus at the gatj, we should put the pig-sty cot- 
tages outside the park-gate.” 

Dorothea was in the best temper now. Sir James, 
as brother-in-law, building model cottages on his 
estate, and then, perha}^sf others being built at 
Lowick, and more and nmre elsewhere in imitation 
— it would be as if the spirit of Oberlin had passed 
over the parishes to make the life of poverty 
beautiful ! 

Sir James saw all the plans, and took one away 
to consult upon with Lovegood. He also took away 
a complacent sense that lie was making great pro- 
gress in Miss Brooke’s good opinion. • The Maltese 
puppy was not offered to f Celia ; an omission which 
Dorothea afterwards though^ of yith surprise; but 
sift blamed herself for it. She had^been engrossing 
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Sir James. After all, it was a relief that there was 
no puppy to tread upon. 

Celia was present while the plans were being ex- 
amined, and observed Sir James’s illusion. “He 
thinks that Dodo cares about him, and she only 
cares about her plans. Yet I am not certain that 
she would refuse him if she thought he would let 
her manage everything and carry out all her notions. 
And how very uncomfortablo Sir J ames would be ! 
^ cannot bear notions.” 

It was Celia’s private luxury to indulge in this 
dislike. She dared not confess i‘t to her sister in 
any direct, statement, for that would be laying her- 
self open to a demonstration that she was somehow 
or other at war with all goodness. But on safe 
opportunities, she had an indirect mode of making 
her negative wisdom tell upon Dorothea, and calling 
her down from her rhapsodic mood by reminding 
her that people were staring, not listening. Celia 
was not impulsive : what she had to say could wait, 
and came from her alw^yjs with the same quiet stac- 
cato evenness. When people talked with energy 
and emphasis she watched their faces and features 
merely. She never could understand, how well- 
bred % persons consented to sing and open their 
mouths in the ridicdlous manner requisite for that 
vocal exercise. 

It was not many days before Mr Casaubon paid a 
morning visit, on which he Vas ihvited again for 
the following week to dine and stay the night. 
Thus Dorothea Jiad ^three more conversations with 
him, and was convinced that her first impressions 



46 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


had been just. He was all she had at first imagined 
him to be : almost everything he had said seemed 
like a specimen from a mine, or the inscription on 
the door of a museum which might open on the 
treasures of past ages ; and this trust in his mental 
wealth was all the deeper and more effective on her 
inclination because it was now obvious that his 
visits wore madd* for her sake. This accomplished 
man condescended to think of a young girl, and 
take the pains to talk to her, not with absurd com- 
pliment, but with an appeal to her understanding, 
and sometimes with instructive correction. What 
delightful companionship ! Mr Casaubon seemed 
even unconscious that trivialities existed, and never 
handed round that small -talk of heavy men which is 
as acceptable as stale bride-cake brought forth with 
an odour of cup-hoard. 11c talked of what he was 
interested in, or elfce he was silent, and bowed with 
sad civility. To Dorothea this was adorable gen- 
uineness, and religious abstinence from that artifi- 
ciality which uses up the soul in the efforts of pre- 
tence. For she looked as reverently at Mr Oasau- 
bon’s religious elevation above herself as she did 
at his intellect and learning, lie assented to her 
expressions of devout feeling, and usually with an 
appropriate quotation ; he allowed hintself to say 
that he had gone through some spiritual conflicts 
in his youth ; in short, Dorothea saw that hero she 
might reckon ton understanding, •syjnpat.hy, and 
guidance. On one— only one—of her favourite 
themes she was disappotnted. Mr Casaubon ap- 
parently did not care about RuildiiJ^ cottages, and 
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diverted the talk to the extremely narrow accom- 
modation which was to be had in the dwellings of 
the ancient Egyptians, as if to check a too high 
standard. After he was gone, Dorothea dwelt with 
some agitation on this indifference of his ; and her 
mind was much exercised with arguments drawn 
from the varying conditions of climate which modify 
human needs, and from the admitted wickedness of 
pagan despots. Should she not urge these argu- 
ments on Mr Casaubon when he. came again? But 
further reflection told her that she was presumptuous 
in demanding his attention to such a subject ; ho 
would not disapprove of her occupying herself with 
it in leisure moments, as other women expected to 
occupy thSmselves with their dress and embroidery 

— would not forbid it when Dorothea felt 

rather ashamed as she detected herself in these' 
speculations. But her uncle End been invited to 
go to Lowick to stay a couple of days : was it 
reasonable to suppose that Mr Casaubon delighted 
in Mr Brooke’s society for its own sake, either with 
or without documents ? 

Meanwhile that little disappointment made her 
delight the more in Sir James Chettam’s readiness 
to set on foot the desired improvements. He came 
mucli ofteher than* Mr Casaubon, and Dorothea 
ceased to find him disagreeable since he showed 
himself so entirely in earnest ; for he had already 
entered witl| much practical ubility* into Lovegood’s 
estimates; and ^was charmingly docile. She pro-, 
posed to build a couple of cottages, and transfer two 
families from ti&ir old cabins, which could then be 
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pulled down, so that new ones could be built on the 
old sites. Sir James ^akl “ Exactly,” and she bore 
the word remarkably well 

Certainly these men who had so few spontaneous 
ideas might be very useful members of society under 
good feminine direction, if they were fortunate in 
choosing their sisters-in-law ! It is difficult to say 
whether there was or was not a little wilfulsess in 
her continuing blind to the possibility that another 
sort of choice was in question in relation to her. But* 
her life was just now full of hope and action : slio 
was not only thinking of her plans, but getting down 
learned books from the library and reading many 
things hastily (that she might, be a little less 
ignorant in talking to Mr Oasaubon), all the while 
being visited with conscientious questioningtfwhether 
she were not exalting these poor doings above 
measure and contemplating them with that self- 
satisfaction which was the last doom of ignorance 
and folly. 
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“1st Gent. Our <lee«ls< are fetters that wo forge ourselves. 
2 d Gent. Ay, truly : but 1 think it is the world 
That brings the iron.” 


“Sra Jaj/tes seems determined to do everything 
you wish,” said Celia, as they were driving home 
from an inspection of the new building-site. 

“ He ‘is a good creature, and more sensible than 
any one would imagine,” said Dorothea, inconsid- 
erately. 

“ You mean that he appears silly.” . 

“ No, no,” said Dorothea, recollecting herself, and 
laying her hand on her. lister’s a moment, u but he 
does not talk equally well on all subjects.” 

“ I should think none but disagreeable people do,” 
said Celia, in her usual purring way. “ They must 
be very dreadful to live with. Only think! at 
breakfast, and always.” 

Dorothea laughed. “ 0 Kitty, you are a wonderful 
creature ! ” • She pinched Celia’s chin, being in the 
mood now t & think her v&ry winning and lovely — fit 
hereafter to be an eternal cherub, and if it were not 
doctrinqJly wrong to gay so, hardly more in need of 
salvation than a Squirrel. “Of course people need 
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not be always talking well. Only one tells the 
quality of their minds when they try to talk 
well,” 

“ You mean that Sir James tries and fails.” 

“ I was speaking generally. Why do you cate- 
chise me about. Sir James? It is not the object of 
his life to please me.” 

“Now, Dodo, can you really believe that?” 

“ Certainly. Ho thinks of me as a future sister — 
that is all.” Dorothea had never hinted Miis beforq 
waiting, from a certain shyness on such subjects 
which was mutual between the sisters, until it 
should be introduced by some decisive eveit. Celia 
blushed, but said at one tv — 

u Pray do not make that mistake any longer, Dodo. 
When Tantripp was brushing my hair the other day, 
she said that Sir ♦James’s man knew from Mrs Oad- 
wallader’s maid that Sir \l am os was to marry the 
eldest Miss Brooke.” 

“ How can you let Tantripp talk such gossip to 
you, Celia?” said I>oroilq*a t indignantly,' not the 
less angry because details asleep in her memory 
wero now awakened to confirm the unwelcome rev- 
elation. “You must have asked her questions. It/ 
is degrading.” 

“ I see no harm at nil in Tantripp’s talking to me. 
It is better to hear what people say. You see what 
mistakes you make by taking up notions. I am 
quite sure that Sir James means to rflake you au 
offer ; and he believes that you twill accept him, 
especially since you have bee*; so pleased with him 
about the plans. And uncle too— I know he expects * 
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it. Every one can see that Sir James is very much 
in love with you.” 

The revulsion was so strong and painful in 
Dorothea’s jnind that the tears welled up and flowed 
abundantly. AIL her dear plans were embittered, 
and she thought with disgust of Sir James’s con- 
ceiving that she recognised him as her lover. There 
was vexation too on account of Celia. 

“ How could lie expect it?” she burst forth in her 
rr^ost impetuous manner. “ I have never agreed* 
c with Liiiri about anything* but the cottages : I was 
barely polite to him before.” 

“But ypu haw been so pleased with him since 
then ; he has begun to feel quite sure that you are 
fond of him.” 

“Fond of him, Celia! How can you choose 
such odious expressions?” said Dorothea, passion- 
ately. 

“ Dear me, Dorothea, I suppose it would be right 
for you to be fond of a man whom you accepted for 
a husband.” 

“ It is offensive to me to say that Sir James could 
think I was fond of him. Besides, it is not the right 
word for the feeling I must have towards, the man I 
would accept as a husband.” 

“Well, I am sorry' for Sir James. I thought it 
right to tell you, because you went on as you 
always do, rawer looking just where you are, and 
treading in ttoe wrong place. You always see what 
nobody else sees it is impossible to satisfy you ; 
yet you never see^wha£ois quite plain. That’s your 
\yay, Dodo.” Something certainly gave Celia un« 
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usual courage ; and she was not sparing the sister 
of whom she was occasionally in awe. Who can 
tell what just criticisms Murr the Cat may be 
passing on us beings of wider speculation? 

“ It is very painful,” said Dorothea, feeling 
scourged. “ I can have no more to do with the 
cottages. I must be uncivil to him. I must tell 
him I will have nothing to do with them. It is 
very painful.” Her eyes filled again with tears. 

“Wait a little. Think about it. You know he 
is going away for a day -or two to see his sister. % 
There will be nobody besides Lovegood.” Celia 
could not help relenting. “ Poor Dodo,” she went 
on, in an amiablo staccato. “It is very hard: it 
is your favourite fad to draw plans.” 

“ Fad to draw plans ! Do you think I Only care 
about my fellow-creatures’ houses in that childish 
way? I may weff makfc mistakes. How can one 
ever do anything nobly Christian, living among 
people with such petty thoughts?” 

No more was said : Dorothea was too much jarred 
to recover her temper and behave so as to show that 
she admitted any error in herself. She was disposed 
rather to accuse the intolerable narrowness and the 
purblind conscience of the society around her : and 
Celia was no longer the eternal cherub* but a thorn 
in her spirit, a pink -and -white nullifidian, worse 
than any discouraging presence in the ‘Pilgrim’s 
Progress/ Thff fad %f drawing planad What was 
life worth — what great faith was possible when the 
whole effect of one’s action* could be withered up 
into such parched rubbish as that ? When she got 
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out of the carriage, her cheeks were pale and her 
eyelids red. She was an image of sorrow, and her 
uncle who met her in the hall would have been 
alarmed, if Celia had not been close to her looking 
so pretty and composed, that lie at once concluded 
Dorothea’s tears to have their origin in her exces- 
sive religiousness. Ho had returned, during their 
absence, from a journey to the county town, about 
a petition for the pardon of some criminal. 

f “Well, my dears,” he said, kindly, as they went 
f up to kiss him, “ I hope nothing disagreeable has 
happened while I have been away.” 

“No, untfle,” said Celia, “we have been to Freshitt 
to look at the cottages. We thought you would 
have been at home to lunch.” 

“ I came by Lowick to lunch — you didn’t know 
I came by Do wick. And I have, brought a couple 
of pamphlets for you, Dorothea — in the library, you 
know ; they lie on the table in the library.” 

It seemed as if an electric stream went through 
Dorothea, thrilling her from despair into expectation. 
They were pamphlets about the early Church. The 
oppression of Celia, Tantripp, and Sir James was 
shaken off, and she walked straight to the library. 
Celia went up-stairs. Mr Brooke was detained by 
a message, but when he re-entered the library, he 
found Dorothea seated and already deep in one of 
the pamphlets which had some marginal manuscript 
of Mr Casaubfjn’s, — taking it in as eagerly as she 
might have taken* in the qcent of a fresh bouquet 
after a dry, hot, ^dreary” walk. 

She was getting away from Tipton and Freshitt, 
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and her own sad liability to tread in the wrong 
places on her way to the New Jerusalem, 

Mr Brooke sat down in his arm-chair, stretched 
his logs towards the wood-fire, which had fallen into 
a wondrous mass of glowing dice between the dogs, 
and rubbed his hands gently, looking very mildly 
towards .Dorothea, but with a neutral leisurely air, 
as if he had nothing particular to say. Dorothea 
closed her pamphlet, as soon as she was aware of 
her uncle’s presence, and rose as if to go. Usually 
she would have been interested about her unclo’g 
merciful errand on behalf of the criminal, but her 
late agitation had made her absent-miiylcd. 

“I came back by Lowiek, you know,” said Mr 
Brooke, not as if with any intention to arrest her 
departure, but apparently from his usual* tendency 
to say what lie l^td said before. Thi# fundamental 
principle of human speech was markedly exhibited 
in Mr Brooke. u I lunched there and saw Casau- 
bon’s library, and that, kind of thing. There's a 
sharp air, driving. Won't you sit down, my dear? 
You look cold.” 

Dorothea felt quite inclined to accept tho invita- 
tion. Sometimes, when her uncle’s easy way of 
taking things did not happen to be exasperating, 
it was rather soothing. She threw off her mantle 
and bonnet, and sat down opposite to him, enjoying 
the glow, but lifting up her beautiful hands for a 
screen. They were not thin hands, 6r small hands,* 
but powerful, feminine, paternal thands. • She seemed 
to be holding them up in%propjtiation for her pas- 
sionate desire to know and to think, which, in the 
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unfriendly mediums of Tipton and Freshitt had 
issued in crying and red eyelids. 

She bethought herself now of the condemned crim- 
inal. “ What news have you brought about the 
sheep - stealer, uncle ? ” 

“What, poor Bunch? — well, it seems we can’t 
get him off — lie is to be hanged.” 

Dorothea's brow took an expression of reprobation 
and pity. 

4 “Hanged, you know/’ said Mr Brooke, with a 
quiet nod. “ Poor Komilly ! he would have helped us. 
I knew Romilly. Oasaubon didn’t know Romilly. 
He is a little buried in books, you know, Oasaubon is.* 

“When a man has great studies and is writing 
a great work, he must of course give up seeing 
much of the world. How can he go about making 
acquaintances V ” 

“That’s true. But a man mopes, you know. 1 
have always been a bachelor too, but I have that 
sort of disposition that I never moped ; it was my 
way to go about everywhere and take in everything. 
I never moped : but I can see that Oasaubon does, 
you know. He wants a companion — a companion, 
you know.” 

“It would be a great honour to any one to be his 
companion,” said Dorothea, energetically. 

“You liko him, eh?” said Mr Brooke, without 
showing any surprise, or other emotion. “Well, 
now, I’ve knfcwn Casaubon ten years, ever since he 
came to Lowick. iBut I never got anything out of 
him — any ideas, you kp*>w. However, he is a tiptop 
man and may be a bishop — that kind of thing, you 
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know, if Peel stays in. And he has a very high 
opinion of you, my dear.” 

Dorothea could not speak. 

“ The fact is, he has a very high opinion indeed 
of you. And he speaks uncommonly well — does 
Casaubon. He has deferred to me, you not being 
of age. In short, I have promised to speak to you, , 
though I told him I thought there was not much 
chance. I was bound to tell him that. I said, my 
niece is very young, and that kind of thing. Bpt 
I didn't think it necessary to go into everything.! 
However, the long and the short of it is, that lie 
has asked my permission to make you fen offer of 
marriage — of marriage, you know,” said Mr Brooke, 
with his explanatory nod. “ I thought it better to 
tell you, my dear.” 

No one could l*avo detected any anxiety in Mr 
Brooke’s manner, but he did really wish to know 
something of his niece’s mind, that, if there were 
any need for advice, he might give it in time. Wliat 
feeling he, as a magistrate* who had taken in so many 
ideas, could make room for, was unmixedly kind. 
Since Dorothea did not speak immediately,* ho re- 
peated, “ 1 thought it better to tell you, my dear.” 

“ Thank you, uncle,” said Dorothea, iji a clear un- 
wavering tone. “ I am very grateful to Mr Casaubon. 
If he makes me an offer, I shall accept him. I admire 
and honour hinp more than any marj I (fver saw.” 

Mr Brooke paused a little, and then*said in a ling- 
ering low tone, “Ah? . f . . Weil! He is a good 
match in some respects, Hsit ns*w, Chottam is a 
good match. And our land lies together. I shall 
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never interfere against your wishes, my dear. People 
should have their own way in marriage, and that 
sort of thing— up to a oertain point, you know. I 
have always said that, up to a certain point. I wish 
you to marry well ; and I have good reason to be- 
lieve that Chettam wishes to marry you. I mention 
it, you know.” 

“It is impossible that I should ever marry Sir 
James Chettam,” said Dorothea. “ If he thinks of 
marrying me, he has made a great mistake.” 

“ That is it, you see. One never knows. I should 
have thought Chettam was just the sort of man a 
woman wquld like, now.” 

“Pray do not mention him in that light again, 
uncle,” said Dorothea, feeling some of her late irrita- 
tion revive. 

Mr Brooke wondered, and felt , that women were 
an inexhaustible subject of' study, since even he at 
his age was not in a perfect state of scientific pre- 
diction about them. Here was a fellow like Chettam 
with no chance at all. ,, 

“ Well, but Casaubon, now. There is no hurry — 
I meamfor you. It’s true, every year will tell upon 
him. He is over five-and-forty, you know / I should 
say a good seven-and-twenty years older than you. 
To be sure, — if you like learning and standing, and 
that sort of thing, we can’t have everything. And 
his income i& good — he has a handsome property 
independent of 'the Church — fiis income is good. 
Still he is not youjig, and ^1 must not conceal from 
you, my dear, that I $dnk his health is not over- 
strong. I know nothing else against him.” 
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u I should not wish to have a husband very near 
my own age/’ said Dorothea, with grave decision. 

“ I should wish to have a husband who was above 
mo in judgment and in all knowledge.” 

Mr Brooke repeated his subdued, “ Ah ? — I thought 
you had more of your own opinion than most girls. 

I thought you liked your own opinion — liked it, you 
know.” 

“ 1 cannot imagine myself living without somo 
opinions, but 1 should wish to have good reasons fyr 
them, and a wise man could help mo to see which # 
opinions had the best foundation, and would help me 
to live according to them.” 

u Very true. You couldn’t put the thing better — 
couldn’t put it better, beforehand, you know. But 
thero are oddities in tilings/’ continued Mr Brooke, 
whose conscience # r as really roused to do the best 
ho could for his niece on this occasion. “Life isn't 
cast in a mould — not cut out by rule and line, and 
that sort of tiling. I never married myself, and it 
will bo the better for you 4m d yours. The fact is, I 
never loved any one well enough to put myself into 
a noose for them. It is a noose, you know. Temper, 
now. There is temper. And a husband likes to bo 
master.” 

“ I know that I must expect trials, uncle. Mar- 
riage is a state of higher duties. I never thought 
of it as mere personal ease,” said poor Dorothea, 

“ Well, you are not fond of show, a g^eat establish- 
ment, balls, dinners, that^kind of«thing. I can see 
that Casaubon’s ways miglft* suit^ou better than 
Chettam’s. And you shall do as you like, my dear. 
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I would not hinder Casaubon ; I said so at once ; for 
there is no knowing how anything may turn ouf. 
You have not the same tastes as eveiy young lady ; 
and a clergyman and scholar — who may be a bishop 
— that kind of thing — may suit you batter than 
Ohettam. Chettarn is a good fellow, a good souiul- 
hearted fellow, you know ; but he doesn’t go much 
into ideas. I did, when I was his age. But Casau- 
bon’s eyes, now. I think lie has hurt them a little 
with too much reading.” 

^ I should be all the happier, uncle, the more 
room there was for mo to help hiin,’ : said Dorothea, 
ardently. 

“ You have quite made up your mind, I see. 
Well, my dear, the fact is, I have a letter for you 
in my pocket.” Mr Brooke handed the letter to 
Dorothea, but as she rose to go away, he added, 
“There i§ not too much hurry, my dear. Think 
about it, you know.” 

When Dorothea had left him, ho reflected that he 
had certainly spoken strongly : he had put the risks 
of marriage before her in a striking manner. It was 
his duty. to do so. But as to pretending to be wise 
for young people, — no uncle, however much he had 
travelled in his youth, absorbed the new ideas, and 
dined with celebrities now deceased, could pretend 
to judge what sort of marriage would turn out well 
for a young gpi who preferred Casaubon to Chet- 
tam. In short, :wornan was a problem" which, since 
Mr Brooke’s mind .felt blank before it, could be 
hardly less complicated than the revolutions of an 
irregular solid. 
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** Hard students are commonly trembled with gowts, catarrhs, rhesus, 
cachcxiu, bradypepsitt, bad eyes, stone, and rollick, crudities, oppilations, 
vertigo, winds, consumptions, and all such diseases as come by over-mucll 
sitting : they are most part le4in, dry, ill-coloured . . . and all through 
irmuoderale pains and extraordinary studios. If you will not believe the 
truth of this, look upon mrcat Tostatus and Thomas Aqufl%ns' works ; and 
tell me whether those men took pains.”— liun ion’s Anatomy q/ Melancholy , 
P. I. s. 2. 


This was Mr Oasaubon’s letier. 


My dear Miss Brooke, — T have your guardian’s 
permission to address you on a subject than which I 
have none more at heart. I am not, I trust, mistaken 
in the recognition of some deeper correspondence than 
that of date in the fact that a consciousness of need 
in my o\vn life had arisen contemporaneously with 
the possibility of my becoming acquainted with you. 
For in the first hour of meeting you} I had an im- 
pression of your eminent and perhaps exclusive fit- 
ness to supply that need (connected, I may say, with 
such activity' of th6 affections as the preoccupa- 
tions of a work too special to be abdicated could not 
uninterruptedly dissimulate); and each succeeding 
opportunity for observation has given the impress^n 
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an added depth by convincing me more emphatically 
of that fitness which I had preconceived, and tlnls 
evoking more decisively those affections to which 
I have but now referred. Our conversations have, I 
think, made sufficiently clear to you the tenor of my 
life and purposes : a tenor unsuited, I am aware, to 
the commoner order of minds. But I have discerned 
in you an elevation of thought and a capability of 
devotedness, which I had hitherto not conceived 
to^ be compatible either with the early bloom of 
^youth or with those graces of sex that may be said 
at once to win and to confer distinction when com- 
bined, as they notably are in you, with the mental 
qualities above indicated. It was, I confess, beyond 
n^r hope to meet with this rare combination of ele- 
ments both solid and attractive, adapted to supply 
aid in graver labours and to cast a charm over 
vacant hours; and but for the event of my intro- 
duction to you (which, lot me again say, I trust 
not to be superficially coincident with foreshadowing 
needs, but providentially related thereto as stages 
towards the completion of a life’s plan), I should 
presumably have gone on to the last without any 
attempt to lighten my solitariness by a matrimonial 
union. 

Such, my dear Miss Brooke, is the accurate state- 
ment of my feelings ; and I rely on your kind indul- 
gence in venturing now to ask you how far your 
own are of a mature to confirm my happy presenti- 
ment. To be accented by you as your husband and 
the earthly guardian of ^ our welfare, I should regard 
&8 the highest of providential gifts. In return I 
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can at least offer* you an affection hitherto unwasted, 
tod the faithful consecration of a life which, however 
short in the sequel, has no backward pages whereon, 
if you choose to turn them, you will find records 
such as might justly cause you either bitterness or 
shame. I await the expression of your sentiments 
with an anxiety which it would bo the part of wisdom 
(were it possible) to divert by a more arduous labour, 
than usual. But in this order of experience I am 
^stfU young, and in looking forward to an unfavour-^ 
able possibility I cannot but leel that resignation tq 
solitude will be more difficult after the temporary 
illumination of hope. 

In any case, I shall remain, 

Yours with sincere devotion, 

Edwakd CaJi^ion. 

Dorothea trembled while she read this letter; 
then she fell on her knees, buried her face, and 
sobbed. She could not pray ; under the rush of 
solemn emotion in which thoughts became vague 
and images floated uncertainly, she could but cast 
herself, with a childlike sense of reclining, in the 
lap of a divine consciousness which sustained her 
own. She remained in that attitude till it was time 
to dress for dinner. 

How could it occur to her to examine the letter, 
to look at it critically as a profession £>f love ? Her 
*whole soul was possessed by the *fatt that a fuller 
life was opening before c her : sfee was a neophyte 
about to enter on a higher cgrade^of initiation. She 
was going to have room for the energies which 
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stirred uneasily under the dimness* and pressure of 
her own ignorance and the petty peremptoriness of 
the world’s habits. 

Now she would be able to devote herself to large 
yet definite duties ; now she would be flowed ,to 
live continually in the light of a mind that she 
could reverence. This hope was not unmixed with 
the glow of proud delight — the joyous maiden sur- 
prise that she was chosen by the man whom her 
•admiration had chosen. All Dorothea’s passion % 
was transfused through a mind struggling towards 
an ideal life ; the radiance of her transfigured girl- 
hood fell ci the first object that came within its 
level. The impetus with which inclination became 
re0)lution was heightened by those little events 
of the day which had roused her discontent with 
the actual conditions of her life. 

After dinner, when Celia was playing an “air, 
with variations,” a small kind of tinkling which 
symbolised the msthetic part of the young ladies’ 
education, Dorothea went up to her room to answer 
Mr Casaubon’s letter. Why should she defer the 
answer? She wrote it over three times, not be- 
cause she wished to change the wording, but be- 
cause her hand was unusually uncertain, and she 
could not bear that Mr Casaubon should think 
her handwriting bad and illegible. ‘She piqued 
herself on writing a hand in which each letter was 
distinguishable without any large range of conjeo* 
ture, and she meart to make much use of this ac- 
complishment, to save Kr Casaubon’s eyes. Three 
times she wrote. 
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My dear Mr Casaubon, — I am very grateful to 
you for loving me, and thinking me worthy to be 
your wife. I can look forward to no better hap- 
piness than that which would be one with yours. 
If I said more, it would only be the same tiling 
written out at greater length, for I cannot now 
dwell on any other thought than that I may bo 
through life 

Yours devotedly, 

Dorothea Brooke. 

t 

Later in the evening she followed her uncle into 
tho library to give him the letter, tlrat he might 
send it in the morning. He was surprised, but 
his surprise only issued in a few moments’ silqpce, 
during which lie pushed about various objects on 
his writing-tab^, and finally stood with his back 
to the fire, his glasses on his nose, looking at the 
address of Dorothea’s letter. 

“ Have you thought enough about this, my dear?” 
he said at last. 

“ There was no need to think long, uncle. I 
know of nothing to make mo vacillate. If I changed 
my mind, it must be because of something important 
and entirely new to me.” 

“Ah! — then you have accepted him? Then 
Chettam has no chance? Has Chettara offended 
you — offended you, you know? What is it you 
don’t like in Chettam?” 

“ There is nothing tfcat I likt in him,” said Doro- 
thea, rather impetuously. _ 

Mr Brooke threw his nead and shoulders back* 



BOOK I. — MISS BROOKE. 


68 


ward as if some one had thrown a light missile at 
him. Dorothea immediately felt some self- rebuke, 
and said — 

“ I mean in the light of a husband. He is very 
kind, I think — really very good about the cottages. 
A well-meaning man.” 

“But you must have a scholar, and that sort of 
thing? Well, it lies a little in our family. I had 
it myself — that love of knowledge, and going into 
everything — a little too much — it took me too far ; 
thofigh that sort of thing doesn’t often run in the 
female line ; or it runs underground like the rivers 
in Greece, you know — it comes out in the sons. 
Clever sons, clever mothers. I went a good deal 
into that, at one time. However, my dear, I have 
ah^ys said that people should do as they like in 
these things, up to a certain point. I couldn’t, as 
your guardian, have consented to a Dad match. But 
Casaubon stands well : his position is good. I am 
afraid Chettam will be hurt, though, and Mrs Cad- 
wallader will blame me.” 

That evening, of course, Celia knew nothing of 
what had happened. She attributed Dorothea’s 
abstracted manner, and the evidence of further cry- 
ing since they had got home, to the temper she 
had been in about Sir James Chettam and the 
buildings, and was careful not to give further 
offence : having once said what she wanted to say, 
Celia had no disposition to recur to disagreeable 
subjects. It had been her nature when a child 
never to quarrel with any one — only to observe 
with wonder that chey quarrelled with her, and 
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looked like turkey-cocks ; whereupon she was ready 
to play at cat’s cradle with them whenever they 
recovered themselves. And as to Dorothea, it had 
always been her way to find something wrong in 
her sister’s words, though Celia inwardly protested 
that she always said just how things were, and 
nothing else : she never did and never could put 
words together out of her own head. But the best 
of Dodo was, that she did not keep angry for long 
together. Now, though they had hardly spoken to 
each other all the evening, yet when Celia puif by 
her work, intending to go to bed, a proceeding in 
which she was always much the earlier, Dorothea, 
who was seated on a low stool, unable to occupy 
herself except in meditation, said, with the musical 
intonation which in moments of deep but*quiet fuel- 
ing made her speech like a fine bit of recitative — 

u Celia, dear, c^me and kiss me,” holding her arms 
open as she spoke. 

Celia knelt down to get the right level and gave 
her little butterfly kiss, while Dorothea encircled her 
with gentle arms and pressed her lips gravely on 
each cheek in turn. 

u Don’t sit up, Dodo, you are so pale to-night : gv, 
to bed soon,” said Celia, in a comfortable way, with- 
out any touch of pathos. 

“No, dear, I am very, very happy,” said Doro- 
thea, fervently. 

“So mud* the • better,” though]/ Celia. “But 
how strangely Dodo goes from one extreme to 
the other.” 

The next day, at luncheon, The butler, handing 
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something' to Mr Brooke, said, “Jonas is come back,, 
sir, and has brought this letter.” 

Mr Brooke read the letter, and then, nodding to- 
ward Dorothea, said, “ Casaubon, my dear : he will 
be here to dinner ; he didn’t wait to write more — 
didn’t wait, you know.” 

It could not seem remarkable to Celia that a din- 
ner guest should be announced to her sister before- 
hand, but, her eyes following the same direction as 
her uncle’s, she was struck with the peculiar effect 
of? the announcement on Dorothea. It seemed as 
*if something like the reflection of a white sunlit 
wing had passed across her features, ending in on© 
of her rare blushes. For the first time it entered 
into Celia’s mind that there might be something 
more between Mr Casaubon and her sister than his 
delight in bookish talk and her delight in listening. 
Hitherto she had classed *the a&miration for this 
“ ugly ” and learned acquaintance with the admira- 
tion for Monsieur Liret at Lausanne, also ugly and 
learned. Dorothea had never been tired of listening 
to old Monsieur Liret when Celia’s feet were as cold 
as possible, and when it had really become dreadful 
to see the skin of his bald head moving about. Why 
then should her enthusiasm not extend to Mr Casau- 
bon simply ifl the samre way as to Monsieur Liret ? 
And it seemed probable that all learned men had a 
sort of schoolmaster’s view of young people. 

But now Ceya*was really startled the suspicion 
which had darted into her mind. She was seldom 
taken by surprise m thig v&y, her marvellous quick- 
ness in observing*a certain order of signs generally 



68 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


preparing her to expect such outward events as she 
had an interest in. Not that she now imagined Mr 
Casaubon to be already an accepted lover : she had 
only begun to feel disgust at the possibility that 
anything in Dorothea’s mind could tend towards 
such an issue. Here was something really to vex 
her about Dodo : it was all very well not to accept 
Sir James Chet tarn, but the idea of marrying Mr 
Casaubon ! Celia felt a sort of shame mingled with 
a sense of the ludicrous. But perhaps Dodo, if she 
were really bordering on such an extravagance, 
might be turned away from it : experience had often 
shown that her impressibility might be ^calculated 
on. The day was damp, and they were not going 
to walk out, so they both went up to their sitting- 
room ; and there Celia observed that Dorothea, 
instead of settling down with her usual diligent 
interest to some occupation, simply leaned her 
elbow on an open book and looked out of the win- 
dow at the great cedar silvered with the damp. 
She herself had taken up the making of a toy for 
the curate’s children, and was not going to enter 
on any subject too precipitately. 

Dorothea was in fact thinking that it was desir- 
able for Celia to know of the momentous change in 
Mr Casaubon’s position since Ife had lasf been in the 
house : it' did not seem fair to leave her in ignorance 
of what would necessarily affect her attitude towards 
him ; but it waft impossible not to dnink from tell- 
ing her. Dorothea accused herself of some mean- 
ness in this timidity : it Wap always odious to her, 
to have any small fears or contrivances about her 
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actions, but at this moment she was seeking the 
highest aid possible that she might not dread the 
corrosiveness of Celia’s pretty carnally-minded prose. 
Her reverie was broken, and the difficulty of decision 
banished, by Celia’s small and rather guttural voice 
speaking in its usual tone, of a remark aside or a 
“ by the by.” 

“Is any one else coming to dine besides Mr 
Casaubon ? ” 

} “ Not that I know of.” 

“ I hope there is some one else. Then I shall not 
hear him eat his soup so.” 

“What is there remarkable about his soup-eating ?” 

“ Iieally, Dodo, can’t you hear how lie scrapes his 
spoon? And he always blinks before he speaks. T 
don’t know whether Locke blinked, but I’m sure I 
am sorry for those who sat opj^psite to him if he 
did.” 

“ Celia.” said Dorothea, with emphatic gravity, 
“pray don’t make any more observations of that 
kind.” 

“ Why not? They are quite true,” returned Celia, 
who had her reasons for persevering, though she was 
beginning to bb a little afraid. 

“ Many things are true which only the commonest 
minds observe.” 

“Then I think the commonest minds must be 
rather useful* I think it is a pity^Mr Casaubon’s. 
mother had ifc>t a commoner mind : she might have 
taught him better#” Celi^ was inwardly frightened, 
and ready to rug aw%t, now she had hurled this 
light javelin. 

VOL. I. 0 2 
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Dorothea's feelings had gathered to an avalanche, 
and there could be no further preparation. 

“ It is right to tell you, Celia, that I am engaged 
to marry Mr Casaubon/' 

Perhaps Celia had never turned so pale before. 
The paper man she was making would have had his 
leg injured, bet for her habitual care of whatever she 
held in her hands. She laid the fragile figure down 
at o nee, and sat perfectly still for a few moments. 
When she spoke there was a tear gathering. 

“ 0 Dodo, I hopo you will be happy.” Her* 
sisterly tenderness could not but surmount other 
feelings at this moment, and her fears woire the fears 
of affection. 

Dorothea was still hurt and agitated. 

“It is quite decided, then?” said Celia, in an 

awed undertone. «“And uncle knows?” 

* 

“I have accepted Mr Casaubon’s offer. My uncle 
brought me the letter that contained it; he knew 
about it beforehand.” 

“I beg your pardon, if I have said anything to 
hurt you, Dodo,” said Celia, with a slight sob. She 
never could have thought that she should feel as 
she did. There was something funereal in the whole 
affair, and Mr Casanbou seemed to he the officiating 
clergyman, about whom it would be indecent to 
make remarks. 

“Never mind, Kitty, do not grieve. Wo should 
never admire the same people. I t>ften offend in 
something of the same v;ay ; I am apt to speak too 
strongly of those who don’t^pleas^me.” 

In spite of this magnanimity Dorothea was still 
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smarting: perhaps as much from Celia’s subdued 
astonishment as from her small criticisms. Of 
course all tho world round Tipton would bo out of 
sympathy with this marriage. Dorothea knew of 
no one who thought as she did about life and its 
best objects. 

Nevertheless before the evening was at an end she 
was very happy. In an hour’s tete-d-tete with Mr 
Casaubon she talked to him with more freedom than 
sfee had ever felt before, even pouring out her joy 
•at tho thought of devoting herself to him, and of 
learning how she might best share and further all 
his great inds. Mr Casaubon was touched with an 
unknown delight (what man would not have been ?) 
at this childlike unrestrained ardour : he was not 
surprised (what lover would have been V) that he 
should be the object of it. # 

u My dear young lady — Miss Brooke — Dorothea ! ” 
he said, pressing her hand between his hands, “this 
is a happiness greater than I had ever imagined to 
bo in reserve for me. Thai I should over meet with 
a mind and person so rich in the mingled graces 
which could render marriage desirable, was far 
indeed from my conception. You have* all — nay, 
more than gjl — those # qualities which I have ever 
regarded as the characteristic excellences of woman- 
hood". The great charm of your sex is its capability 
of an ardent ^elf-sacrificing affection* and herein wo 
see its fitness fo round and complete the existence of 
our own. Hitherto I have&nown few pleasures save 
of the severer kind: *my satisfactions have been 
those of the solitary student. I have been little 
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disposed to gather flowers that would wither in my 
hand, but now I shall pluck them with eagerness, to 
place them in your bosom/ 7 

No speech could have been more thoroughly 
honest in its intention : the frigid rhetoric at the 
end was as sincere as the bark of a dog, or the 
cawing of an amorous rook. Would it not be rash 
to conclude that there was no passion behind those 
sonnets to Delia which strike us as the thin music 
of a mandolin? 

Dorothea's faith supplied all that Mr Casaulxm’^ 
words seemed to leave unsaid: what believer sees a 
disturbing omission or infelicity ? The to*t, whether 
of prophet or of poet, expands for whatever we can 
put into it, and even his bad grammar is sublime. 

“I am very ignorant— you will quite wonder at 
my ignorance,” si. id Dorothea. u 1 have so many 
thoughts that may be quite mistaken ; and now I shall 
bo able to tell them all to you, and ask you about 
them, but/’ she added, with rapid imagination of Mr 
Casaubon’s probable feelkig, u I will not troubles you 
too much ; only when you are inclined to listen to 
me. You must often he weary with the pursuit of 
subjects fti your own track. 1 shall gain enough if 
you will take me with you there.” 

u How should I be able now to persevere in any 
path without your companionship?” said Mr Casau- 
bon, kissing Jhcr jandid brow', anrV feeling that 
heaven had vouchsafed him a blessiitg in every way 
suited to his peculiar w^nts. lie w r as being uncon- 
sciously wrought upon by* #he (4}) arms of a nature 
which was entirely w ithout hidden calculations either 



BOOK I. — MISS BROOKE. 


73 


for immediate effects or for remoter ends. It was 
this which made Dorothea so childlike, and, according 
to some judges, so stupid, with all her reputed clever- 
ness ; as, for example, in the present case of throwing 
herself, metaphorically speaking, at Mr Casaubon’s 
feet, and kissing his unfashionable shoe-ties as if he 
were a Protestant Pope. She was not in the least 
teaching Mr Oasaubon to ask if he were good enough 
for her, but merely asking herself anxiously how she 
cguld bo good enough for Mr Oasaubon. Before he 
left the next day it had been decided that the 
marriage should take place within six weeks. Why 
not? Mr/kisaubon’s house was ready. It was not 
a parsonage, but a considerable mansion, with much 
land attached to it. The parsonage was inhabited 
by the curate, who did all the duty except preaching 
the morning sermon. 
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‘My liuly’3 tongue is like the nu.ulow blades, 
That, eat you stroking them with idle hand. 
Niee cutting is her function : she divides 
With spiritual edge the millet-seed, 

And makes intangible savings.” 


As Mr Casaubon’s carriage was passing out of the 
gateway, it arrested the entrance of a pony phaeton 
driven by a lady with a servant seated behind. It 
was doubtful whether the recognition bad been 
mutual, for Mr Casaubon was looking absently 
before him ; but the lady was quick-eyed, and threw 
a nod and a “how do you do?” in the nick of time. 
In spite of her shabby bonnet and very old Indian 
shawl, it was plain that the lodge-keeper regarded 
her as an important personage, from the low curtsey 
which was dropped on the entrance of the small 
phaeton. 

“Well, Mrs Fitchett, how are your fowls laying 
now?” said the high-coloured, dark-eyqd lady, with 
the clearest chiselled utterance. 

“ Pretty well for laying^ madam^ but they've ta’en 
to eating their eggs : I’ve f^o peace o’ mind with 
'em at all.” 
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u Oh, the cannibals ! Better sell them cheap at 
once. What will you sell them a couple? One 
can't eat fowls of a bad character at a high price.” 

“ Well, madam, half-a-crown : I couldn't let 'em 
go, not under." 

“ Half-a-crown, these times ! Come now — for the 
Rector's chicken-broth on a Sunday. He has con- 
sumed all ours that I can spare. You are half paid 
with the sermon, Mrs Fitcliett, remember that. 
Take a pair of tumbler -pigeons for them — little 
bbauties. You must come and see them. You have 
no tumblers among your pigeons." 

“Well, madam, Master Fitcliett shall go and see 
’em after *\vork. He's very hot on new sorts; to 
oblige you” 

“ Oblige me ! It will be the best bargain he ever 
made, A pair of church pigeons for a couple of 
wicked Spanish fowls that eat* their own eggs ! 
Don't you and Fitcliett boast too much, that is all !" 

The phaeton was driven onwards with the last 
words, leaving Mrs Fitcliett laughing and shaking 
her head slowly, with ah interjectional “ Surely, 
surely !” — from which it might bo inferred that she 
would have found the country-side somewhat duller 
if the Rector's lady had been less free-spoken and 
less of a skinflint. Indeed, both the farmers and 
labourers in the parishes of Frcshitt and Tipton 
would have felt a sad lack of conversation but for 
the stories aljout what Mrs (ladwailader said and 
did : a lady of immeasurably high birth, descended, 
as it were, from uhkno\y n f earls, dim as the crowd of 
heroic shades — Who pleaded poverty, pared down 
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prices, and cut jokes in the most companionable 
mariner, though with a turn of tongue that let you 
know who she was. Such a lady gave a neighbour- 
liness to both rank and religion, and mitigated the 
bitterness of uncommuted tithe. A much more ex- 
emplary character with an infusion of sour dignity 
would not ha vo furthered their comprehension of 
the Thirty-nine Articles, and would have been less 
socially uniting. 

Mr Brooke, seeing Mrs Cadwal Iadov’s merits from 
a different pmut of view, winced a little when hoV 
name was announced in the library, where he was 
sitting alone. 

11 1 see you have bad our I.uwick Cicero fiere,” she 
said, seating herself comfortably, throwing back her 
wraps, and showing a thin but well-built figure. 
“ I suspect you and he are brewing some bad 
politics, else you would viot be seeing so much of 
the lively man. T shall inform against you : re- 
member you are both suspicious characters since 
you took Feed’s side about the Catholic Bill. I 
shall tell everybody that. Vou are going to put up 
for Middleniareh on the Whig side when old Pinker- 
ton resigns^ and that Casaubon is going to help you 
in an underhand manner : going to bribe the voters 
with pamphlets, and throw open the jAiblic-houses 
to distribute them. Come, confess ! ” 

“Nothing of the sort,” said Mr Brooke, smiling 
and rubbing hi# eyeglasses, but re\il\y blushing a 
little at the impeachment. “ Casaubon and I don't 
talk politics much. He doesn’t care much about tlio 
philanthropic side of things ; punishments, and that 
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kind of thing. He only cares about Church ques- 
tions. That is not my line of action, you know.” 

“ Ea-a-ther too much, my friend. I have heard of 
your doings. Who was it that sold his bit of land to 
the Papists at Middlemarcli? I believe you bought 
it on purpose. You are a perfect Guy Faux. See 
if you are not burnt in effigy this 5th of November 
coming. Humphrey would not come to quarrel with 
you about it, so I am come.” 

u Very good. I was prepared to be persecuted 
fcfr not persecuting — not persecuting, you know.” 

“ There you go ! That is a piece of clap-trap you 
have got ready for the hustings. Now, do not let 
them lure # you to the hustings, my dear Mr Brooke. 
A man always makes a fool of himself, speechifying : 
there’s no excuse but being on the right side, so 
that you can ask a blessing on your humming and 
hawing. You will lose y«urselt* I forewarn you. 
You will make a Saturday pie of all parties’ opinions,, 
and be pelted by everybody.” 

u That is what I expect, you know,” said Mr 
Brooke, not wishing to betray how little he enjoyed 
this prophetic sketch — “ what I expect as an inde- 
pendent man. As to the Whigs, a man who goes 
with the thinkers is not likely to be hooked on by 
any party. Ho may go with them up to a certain 
point — up to a certain point, you know. But that is 
what you ladies never understand.” 

“ Where yotjr certain point is ? Nc* I should like 
to bo told how a man can have any certain point 
when he belongs to no pa Ay — leading a roving life, 
and never letting his # friends know his address* 
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‘Nobody knows where Brooke will be — there’s no 
counting on Brooke ’ — that is what people say of 
you, to be quite frank. Now, do turn respectable. 
How will you like going to Sessions with everybody 
looking shy on you, and you with a bad conscience 
and an empty pocket ? ” 

“ 1 don’t pretend to argue with a lady on politics,” 
said Mr Brooke, with an air of smiling indifference, 
but feeling rather unpleasantly conscious that this 
attack of Mrs Cadwallader’s had opened the defen- 
sive campaign to which certain rash steps had el- 
posed him. “ Your sex are not thinkers, you know 
— varium et mutahile semper — that kind of thing. 
You don’t know Virgil. 1 knew' ” — Mr firooke re- 
flected in timo that ho had not had the personal 
acquaintance of the Augustan poet — “ 1 was going 
to say, poor Stoddart, you know. That was what he 
said. You ladies iflro always against an independent 
attitude — a man’s caring for nothing but truth, and 
that sort of thing. And there is no part of the 
county where opinion is narrower than it is here — 
I don’t mean to throw stAnes, you know, but some- 
body is wanted to take the independent line ; and if 
I don’t take it, who will V ” 

“Who? Why, any upstart who has got neither 
blood nor position. People of, standing* should con- 
sume their independent nonsense at home, not hawk 
it about. And you ! who aro going to marry your 
niece, as good ivc your daughter, to one of our best 
men. Sir James would bo cruelly annoyed: it will 
be too hard on him if you lurn rouhd now and make 
yourself a Whig sign-board.” 
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Mr Brooke again winced inwardly, for Dorothea’s 
engagement had no sooner been decided, than he had 
thought of Mrs Cadwallader’s prospective taunts. It 
might have been easy for ignorant observers to say, 
u Quarrel with Mrs Cadwallader ; ” but where is a 
country gentleman to go who quarrels with his 
oldest neighbours ? Who could taste the fine flavour 
in the name of Brooke if it were delivered casually, 
like wine without a seal? Certainly a man can only 
bo cosmopolitan up to a certain point. 

I hope Chcttam and I shall always be good 
friends ; but I am sorry to say there is no prospect 
of his marrying my niece,” said Mr Brooke, much 
relieved to see through the window that Celia was 
coming in. 

“ Why not ? ” said Mrs Cadwallader, with a sharp 
note of surprise. “It is hardly a fortnight since 
you and I were talking about it.” 

“ My niece has chosen another suitor — lias chosen 
him, you know. I have had nothing to do with it. 
I should have preferred Chcttam ; and I should 
have said Cliettam was the man any girl would 
have chosen. But there is no accounting for these 
things. Your sex is capricious, you know.” 

“Why, whom do you mean to say that you are 
going to let her marry*? ” Mrs Cadwallader’ s mind 
was rapidly surveying the possibilities of choice for 
Dorothea. 

But here C?li& entered, bloofning # from a walk in 
the garden, and the greeting with her delivered Mr 
Brooke from the necessity of answering immediately. 
He got up hastily, and saying, “ By the way, I must 
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speak to Wright about the horses,” shuffled quickly 
out of the room. 

“My dear child, what is this? — this about your 
sister's engagement?” said Mrs Cadwalladcr. 

“ She is engaged to marry Mr Casaubon,” said 
Celia, resorting, as usual, to the simplest state- 
ment of fad, and enjoying this opportunity of speak- 
ing to the Rector’s wife alone. 

“This is frightful. IIow long has it been going 
on?” 

“ 1 only knew of it yesterday. They aro to bo 
married in six weeks.” 

“ Well, my dear, L wish you joy of yrn^r brother- 
in-law.” 

“ L am so sorry for Dorothea.” 

“ Sorry ! It is her doing, I suppose.” 

“ Yes ; she says Mr Casaubon bus a great soul.” 

“With all my heart.” * 

“0 Mrs Cadwallader, I don’t think it can ho nice 
to many a man with a great soul.” 

“ Well, my dear, take ^warning. You know the 
look of one now ; when the next comes and wants 
to marry you, don’t you accept him.” 

“ I’m su^e I never should.” 

“ No ; one sucli in a family is enough. So your 
sister never cared about Sir J;tmcs Chetlarn ? What 
would you liave said to him for a brother-in-law?” 

“ I should have liked that very mucl\. I am sure 
he would have tieen^i good husband. • Only,” Celia 
added, with a slight blush (she sometimes seemed 
to blush as she breathed), “#[ don’t think he would 
have suited Dorothea.” 
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“Not high-flown enough?” 

“ Dodo is very strict. She thinks so much about 
everything, and is so particular about what one says. 
Sir James never seemed to please her.” 

“ She must have encouraged him, I am sure. 
That is not very creditable.” 

“ Please don’t be angry with Dodo ; she does not 
see things. She thought so much about the cot- 
tages, and she was rude to Sir James sometimes ; 
but he is so kind, he never noticed it.” 

“ Well,” said Mrs Cadwallader, putting on her 
shawl, and rising, as if in haste, “ I must go straight 
to Sir Jaynes and break lliis to him. He will have 
brought his mother back by this time, and I must 
call. Your uncle will never tell him. We are all 
disappointed, my dear. Young people should think 
of their families in marrying. J set a bad example 
— married a poor clergy if urn, and made myself a # 
pitiable object among the De llracys — obliged to 
get my coals by stratagem, and pray to heaven 
for my salad oil. Howtwer, Casaubon has money 
enough ; I must do him that justice. As to his 
hlood, I suppose the family quarteriugs are three 
cuttle-fish sable, and a commentator rampant. By 
the by, before I go, my dear, I must speak to your 
Mrs Carter about pasfry. I want to send my young 
cook to learn of her. Poor people with four chil- 
dren, like u§, you know, can’t afford to keep a good 
cook. I ha vo no doubt Mrs dart ei* 1 will oblige me. 
Sir James’s cook is a perfect dragon.” 

In less than an liovr, Mrs Cadwallader had cir- 
cumvented Mrs Carter and driven to Jireshitt Hall, 
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which was not far from her own parsonage, her 
husband being resident in Fresliitt and keeping a 
curate in Tipton. 

Sir James Chettam had returned from the short 
journey which had kept him absent for a couple of 
days, and had changed his dress, intending to ride 
over to Tipton Grange, llis horse was standing 
at the door when Mrs Gadwallader drove up, and 
he immediately appeared there himself, whip in 
hand. Ladv Chettam had not yet returned, bpt 
Mrs Gadwallader’ s errand could not bo despatched, 
in the presence of grooms, so she asked to bo taken 
into the conservatory close by, to look the new 
plants ; and on coming to a contemplative stand, 
sho said-- 

“ I have a great shock for you; I hope you are 
not so fur gone ii^ love as you protended to be.” 

It was of no use protesting against Mrs Gad walla- 
dor’s way of putting things. I hit Sir James’s coun- 
tenance changed a little. Ife felt a vague alarm. 

“Ido believe Lrooke going to expose himself 
after all. I accused him of meaning to stand for 
Middlemareh on the Liberal side, and lie looked 
silly and never denied it — talked about the inde- 
pendent line, and the usual nonsense.” 

“ Is that all?” said Sir James, much relieved. 

“ Why,” rejoined Mrs Gadwallader, with a sharper 
note, “you don’t mean to say that you would like 
him to turn public man in that way— ^making a sort 
of political Cheap Jack of f himself J ” 

“ He might be dissuaded} 1 * I should think. He 
would not like the expense.” 
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“That is what I told him. He is vulnerable to 
reason there — always a few grains of common-sense 
in an ounce of miserliness. Miserliness is a capital 
quality to run in families ; it’s the safe side for 
madness to dip on. And there must be a little 
crack in the Brooke family, else we should not see 
what wo aro to see.” 

“What? Brooke standing for Middlemarch?” 

“Worse than that. I really feel a little respon- 
sible. I always told you Miss Brooke would be 
such a fine match. I knew there was a great deal 
of nonsense in her — a flighty sort of Methodistical 
stuff. Bifct these things wear out of girls. How- 
ever, I am taken by surprise for once.” 

“What do you mean, Mrs Cadwallader ? ” said 
Sir James. His fear lest Miss Brooke should have 
run away to join the Moravian 0 Brethren, or some 
preposterous sect unknown io good society, was a* 
little allayed by the knowledge that Mrs Cadwalla- 
der always made the worst of things. “What has 
happened to Miss Brooke^? Pray speak out.” 

“Very well. She is engaged to be married.” 
Mrs Cadwallader paused a few moments, observing 
the deeply -hurt expression in her friend’s face, 
which he was trying to conceal by a nervous smile, 
while he wl lipped his boot ; but she soon added, 
“ Engaged to Casaubon.” 

Sir James, let his whip fall and stooped to pick it 
up. Perhaps* his face had nev*er before gathered so 
much concentrated disgust as when ho turned to 
Mrs Cadwallader and Repeated, “Casaubon?” 

“ Even so. You know my errand now.” 
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“Good God ! It is horrible! He is no better than 
a mummy ! ” (The point of view has to be allowed 
for, as that of a blooming and disappointed rival.) 

“ She says, he is a great soul. — A great bladder 
for dried peas to rattle in ! ” said Mrs Cadvvallader. 

“ What business has an old bachelor like that to 
marry?* said Sir James, “lie lias one foot in the 
grave.’* 

“ IIo means to draw it out again, 1 suppose.” 

“ Brooke ought, noi to allow it : he should insist 
on its being put off till she is of age. She would 
think better of il then. What is a guardian lor?” 

“ As if you could ever squeeze a resolution out of 
Brooke ! ’* 

“ Cadwallador might talk to him.” 

“Not lie! Humphrey finds everybody charming. 
I never can get him to abuse Casaubon. He will 
even speak well of the' bishop, though I tell him it 
is unnatural in a bonefiml clergyman : what can 
one do with a husband who attends so little to the 

decencies? 1 hide it as well as I can bv abusing 

r 

everybody myself. Come, come, cheer up! you are 
well rid of Miss Brooke, a girl who would have been 
requiring you to see the stars by daylight. Between 
ourselves, little Celia is worth two of her, and likely 
after all to bo the better mulch. For ‘this marriage 
to Casaubon is as good as going to a nunnery.” 

u Oli, on my own account — it is for <Miss Brooke’s 
sake I think her friends should *tr$r to use their 
influence.” 

“ Well, Humphrey doesnY^ know yet. But when 
I tell him, you may depend on it he will say, ‘ Why 
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not ? Casaubon is a good fellow — and young — young 
enough.’ These charitable people never know vin- 
egar from wine till they have swallowed it and got 
the colic. However, if I were a man T should prefer 
Celia, especially when Dorothea was gone. The 
truth is, you have been courting one and have won 
the other. T can see that she admires you almost 
as much as a man expects to be admired. If it 
were any one but me who said so, you might think 
it exaggeration. Good-bye ! ” 

*Sir James handed Mrs Cadwallader to the phaeton, 
and then jumped on his horse. He was not going to 
renounce his ride because of his friend’s unpleasant 
news — only to ride the faster in some other direction 
than that of Tipton Grange. 

Now, why on earth should Mrs Cadwallader have 
been at all busy about Miss Brooke’s marriage ; 
and why, when one match Vliat she liked to think 
she had a hand in was frustrated, should she have 
straightway contrived the preliminaries of another? 
Was there any ingenious jdot, any hide-and-seek 
course of action, which might he detected by a 
careful telescopic watch V Not at all : a telescope 
might have swept the parishes of Tipton and 
Freshitt, the whole area visited by Mrs Cadwallader 
in her phaeton, without witnessing any interview 
that could excite suspicion, or any scene from which 
she did not return with the same unperturbed keen- 
ness of eye an^ the same higlHnatubal colour. In 
fact, if that convenient vehicle had existed in the 
days of the Seven &agea, one of them would doubt- 
less have remarked, that you can know little of 
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women by following them about in their pony- 
phaetons. Even with a microscope directed on a 
•water-drop wo find ourselves making interpretations 
which turn out to be rather coarse ; for whereas 
under a weak lens you may seem to see a creature 
exhibiting an active voracity into which other 
smaller creatures actively play as if they were so 
many animated tax-pennies, a stronger lens reveals 
to you certain tiniest hairlets which make vortices 
for these victims while the swallower waits passively 
at his receipt of custom. In this way, metaphori- 
cally speaking, a strong lens applied to Mrs Cad-* 
walladers match-making will show a play of minute 
causes producing what may bo called thought and 
speech vortices to bring her the sort of food she 
needed. 

Hot life was rurally simple, quite free from secrets 
either foul, dangerous, fa* otherwise important, and 
not consciously affected by the great affairs of the 
world. All the more did the affairs of the great 
world interest her, when communicated in the 
letters of high-born relations: tlio way in which 
fascinating younger sons had gone to the dogs by 
marrying their mistresses ; the fine old - blooded 
idiocy of young Lord Tapir, and the furious gouty 
humours of old Lord Megatherium ; the exact cross- 
ing of genealogies which had brought a coronet into 
a new branch and widened the relations of scandal, 
— these were topics*- of which she *- retained details 
with the utmost accuracy, and reproduced them in 
an excellent pickle of .Epigrams, which she her- 
self enjoyed the more because she believed as un- 
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questlontngly in birth and no -birth as she did in 
game and vermin. She would never have disowned 
any one on the ground of poverty : a De Bracy 
reduced to tako his dinner in a basin would have 
seemed to her an example of pathos worth exagger- 
ating, and I fear his aristocratic vices would not 
have horrified her. But her feeling towards the 
vulgar rich was a sort of religious hatred : they had 
probably made all their money out of high retail 
prices, and Mrs Cadwallader detested high prices 
fbr everything that was not paid in kind at the 
Iiectory : such people were no part of God’s design 
in making the world ; and their accent was an 
affliction \o the ears. A town where such monsters 
abounded was hardly more than a sort of low 
comedy, which could not be taken account of in 
a well-bred scheme of the universe. Let any lady 
who is inclined to be hard on Mrs Cadwallader 
inquire into the comprehensiveness of her own beau- 
tiful views, and be quite sure that they afford ac- 
commodation for all the lives which have the honour 
to coexist with hers. 

With such a mind, active as phosphorus, biting 
everything that came near into the form that suited 
it, how could Mrs Cadwallader feel that the Miss 
Brookes and their matrimonial prospects were alien 
to her ? especially as it had been the habit of years 
for her to scold Mr Brooke with the friendliest 
frankness, anjl iet him know ki confidence that she 
thought him a poor creature. From the first arrival 
of the young ladies hy Tipton she had prearranged 
Dorothea’s marriage with Sir James, and if it had 
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taken place would have been quite sure that it was 
her doing : that it should not take place after she 
had preconceived it, caused her an irritation which 
every thinker will sympathise with. 81 le was the 
diplomatist of Tipton and Freshitt, and for anything 
to happen in spite of her was an offensive irregu- 
larity. As to freaks like this of Miss Brooke’s, Mrs 
Cadwallader had no patience with them, and now 
saw that, her opinion of this girl had been infected 
with some of her husband’s week charitableness : 
those Methodistical whims, that air of being morS 
religious than the rector and curat o together, came 
from a deeper and more constitutional disease than 
she had been willing to believe. 

“However,” said Mrs Cadwallader, first to herself 
and afterwards to her husband, u I throw her over : 
there was a chance, if she had married Sir James, 
of her becoming a sane, sensible woman. lie would 
never have contradicted her, and when a woman is not 
contradicted, she has no motive for obstinacy in her 
absurdities. But now T wish her joy of her hair shirt.” 

It followed that Mrs Cadwallader must decide on 
another match for Sir James, and having made np 
her mind that it was to he the younger Miss Brooke, 
there could not have been a more skilful move to- 
wards the success of her plain* Mum her* hint to the 
baronet that ho had made an impression on Celia’s 
heart. For ho was not one of those gentlemen who 
languish after tlfo unattainable Sapphp’s apple that 

laughs from the topmost bough — the charms which 

< « 

Smile like the knot of co^rclips on the cliff, 

Not to be come at by the willing hand.” 
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He had no sonnets to write, and it could not strike 
him agreeably that he was not an object of prefer- 
ence to the woman whom he had preferred. Already 
the knowledge that Dorothea had chosen Mr Casau- 
bon had bruised his attachment and relaxed its hold. 
Although Sir James was a sportsman, he had some 
other feelings towards women than towards grouse 
and foxes, and did not regard his future wife in the 
light of prey, valuable chiefly for the excitements 
<jf the chase. Neither was he so well acquainted 
with the habits of primitive races as to feel that an 
ideal combat for her, tomahawk in hand, so to speak, 
was neccfisary to the historical continuity of the 
marriage-tie. On the contrary, having the amiable 
vanity which knits us to those who are fond of us, 
and disinclines us to those who are indifferent, and 
also a good grateful nature, tin* mere idea that a 
woman had a kindness towards him spun little 
threads of tenderness from out his heart towards 
hers. 

Thus it happened, that after Sir James had ridden 
rather fast for half an hour in a direction away from 
Tipton Grange, he slackened his pace, and at last 
turned into a road which would lead him back by 
a shorter cut. Various feelings wrought in him the 
determination after all to go to the Grange to-day 
as if nothing new had happened. Ho could not 
help rejoicing that he had never made the offer and 
been rejected ; mere friendly politeness required 
that he should call to soe Dorothea about the cot- 
tages, and now happily Mrs Cadwallader had pre- 
pared him to offer his congratulations, if necessary, 
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without showing too much awkwardness. He really 
did not like it : giving up Dorothea was very painful 
to him ; but there was something in the resolve to 
make this visit forthwith and conquer all show of 
feeling, which was a sort of file-biting and coqnter- 
irritant. And without his distinctly recognising the 
impulso, there certainly was present in him the 
sense that Celia would be there, and that lie should 
pay her more attention than he had done before. 

We mortals, men and women, 'devour many a dis- 
appointment between breakfast and dinner-time ; f 
keep back the tears and look a little pale about 
the lips, and in answer to inquiries cay, “ Oh, 
nothing ! ” Prido helps us : and pride is not a 
bad thing when it only urges us to hide our own 
hurts — not to hurt others. 
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Piacer e popone 
Vuol la sua stagione.” 

— Italian Proverb . 


Me Casaubon, as might be expected, spent a great 
deal of his time at the Grange in these weeks, and 
the hindrance which courtship occasioned to the 
progress of his great work — the* Key to all My- 
thologies — naturally made him look forward the 
more eagerly to the happy termination of court- 
ship. But he had deliberately incurred the hin- 
drance, having made up his mind that it was now 
time for him to adorn his life with the graces 
of female companionship, to irradiate the gloom 
which fatigue was apt to hang over the* intervals 
of studious labour with the play of female fancy, 
and to secure in this, his culminating age, the solace 
of female tendance for his declining years. Hence 
he determined tc^abandon himself tc^ the stream of 
feeling, and pdfyiaps was surprised to find what an 
exceedingly shallow rill it jyas. As in droughty re- 
gions baptism by immewSon could only be performed 
symbolically, so Mr Casaubon found that sprink- 
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ling was the utmost approach to a plunge which his 
stream would afford him ; and he concluded that 
the poets had much exaggerated the force of mas- 
culine passion. Nevertheless, he observed with 
pleasure that Miss Brooke showed an ardent sub- 
missive affection which promised to fulfil his most 
agreeable previsions of marriage. It had once or 
twice crossed his mind that possibly there was 
some deficiency in Dorothea to account for the 
moderation of his abandonment; but lie was un- 
able to discern the deficiency, 01 to figure to hi it- 
self a woman who would have pleased him better; 
so that there was (dearly no reason 1 ^) fall back 
upon but the exaggerations of human tradition. 

“Gould I not be preparing myself now to be 
more useful?” said Dorothea to him, one morning, 
early in the Linm of courtship ; “ could T not learn 
to read Latin and Gieek aloud to you, as Milton's 
daughters did to their father, without understanding 
what they read ? ” 

“ I fear that would be wearisome to you,” said Mr 
Casaubon, smiling ; “ and, indeed, if I remember 
rightly, the young women , you have mentioned 
regarded* that exercise in unknown tongues as a 
ground for rebellion against the poet.” 

“ Yes ; but in the first place they were very 
naughty girls, else they would have been proud to 
minister to such a father ; and in the second place 
they might have studied privately a\id taught them- 
selves to understand what they read, and then it 
would have been interesting. I hope you don't 
expect me to be naughty and stupid?” 
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u I expect yon to be all that an exquisite young 
lady can be in every possible relation of life. Cer- 
tainly it might be a* great advantage if you were 
able to copy tho Greek character, and to that end it 
were well to begin with a little reading.” 

Dorothea seized this as a precious permission. 
She would not have asked Mr Casaubon at once to 
teach her the languages, dreading of all things to 
be tiresome instead of helpful ; but it was not en- 
tirely out of devotion to her future husband that 
she wished to know Latin and Greek. Those pro- 
vinces of masculine knowledge seemed to her a 
standing-ground from which all truth could be seen 
more truly. As it was, she constantly doubted her 
own conclusions, because she felt her own ignorance: 
how could she be confident that one-roomed cottages 
were not for the glory of God, wlie$i men who knew 
the classics appeared to conciliate indifference to the 
cottages with zeal for the glory? Perhaps even 
Hebrew might be necessary — at least the alphabet 
and a few roots — in order t # o arrive at the core of 
tilings, and judge soundly on tho social duties of the 
Christian. And she had not reached that point of 
renunciation at which she would have been* satisfied 
with having a wise husband : she wished, poor child, 
to be wise herself. Miss Brooke was certainly very 
naive with all her alleged cleverness. Celia, whose 
mind had neves been thought too powerful, saw the 
emptiness of oth^r people’s pretensions much more 
readily. To have ir^generaljbut little feeling, seems 
to be the only security a^inst feeling too much on 
any particular occasion. 

VOL. I. T> 
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However, Mr Casaubon consented to listen and 
teach for an hour together, like a schoolmaster of 
little boys, or rather like a lover, to whom a mis- 
tress’s elementary ignorance and difficulties have a 
touching fitness. Few scholars would Lave disliked 
teaching the alphabet under such circumstances. 
But Dorothea herself was a little shocked and dis- 
couraged at her own stupidity, and the answers she 
got to some timid questions about the valuo of the 
Greek accents gave her a painful suspicion that here 
indeed there might be secrets not capable of explan- 
ation to a woman’s reason. 

Mr Brooko had no doubt on that p^int, and ex- 
pressed himself with his usual strength upon it one 
day that he came into the library while the reading 
was going forward. 

“Well, but now, Casaubon, such deep studies, 
classics, mathematics* that kind of thing, are too 
taxing for a woman — too taxing, you know.” 

“ Dorothea is learning to read the characters 
simply,” said Mr Casaubon, evading tho question. 
“ She had tho very considerate thought of saving 
my eyes.” 

<4 Ah, well, without understanding, you know — 
that may not be so bad. But there is a lightness 
about the feminine mind— a touch tmd go — music, 
the fine arts, that kind of thing — they should study 
those up to a certain point, womeq should ; but in 
a light way,' you* know. A woihan should be able 
to sit down and play you or sing you a good old 
English tune. That is wjiat I like ; though I have 
heard most things — been at the opera in Vienna: 
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Gluck, Mozart, everything of that sort. But I'm a 
conservative in music — it’s not like ideas, you know. 
I stick to the good old tunes.” 

“ Mr Casaubon is not fond of the piano, and I am 
very glad he is not,” said Dorothea, whose slight 
regard for domestic music and feminine fine art 
must be forgiven her, considering the small tinkling 
and smearing in which they chiefly consisted at that 
dark period. She smiled and looked up at her be- 
trothed with grateful eyes. If he had always been 
asking her to play the “ Last Rose of Summer,” she 
would have required much resignation. “ He says 
there is ojly an old harpsichord at Lowiclc, and 
it is covered with books.” 

“Ah, there you are behind Celia, my dear. Celia, 
now, plays very prettily, and is always ready to 
play. However, since Casaubon does not like it, 
you are all right. But it’s a pity you should not 
have little recreations of that sort, Casaubon : the 
bow always strung — that kind of thing, you know 
— will not do.” 

“ I never could look on it in the light of a recrea- 
tion to have my ears teased with measured noises,” 
said Mr Casaubon. “ A tuno much iterated has the 
ridiculous effect of making the words in my mind 
perform a sorl of minuet to keep time — an effect 
hardly tolerable, I imagine, after boyhood. As to 
the grander feyms of music, worthy |o accompany 
solemn celebrations, and even to serve as an educat- 
ing influence according to Ijio ancient conception, I 
say nothing, for with th§Se we are not immediately 
concerned.” 
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“ No ; but music of that sort I should enjoy, ” said 
Dorothea. “ When we were coming home from 
Lausanne my uncle took us to hear the great organ 
at Freiberg, and it made me sob.” 

“ That kind of thing is not healthy, my dear,” 
said Mr Brooke. “Casaubon, she will be in your 
hands now : you must teach my niece to take tilings 
more quietly, eh, Dorothea?” 

He ended with a smile, not wishing to hurt his 
niece, but really thinking that it was perhaps better 
for her to be early married to so sober a fellow as 
Oasaubon, since she would not hear of Chettam. 

“ It is wonderful, though,” ho said t<^ himself as 
he shuffled out of the. room — “ it is wonderful that 
she should have liked him. However, the match is 
good. 1 should have been travelling out of my brief 
to have hindered it, let Mrs Oadwallader sav what 
she will. He is pretty certain to be a bishop, is 
, Casaubon. That was a very seasonable pamphlet 
of his oh the Catholic Question : — a deanery at least. 
They owe him a deanery.” 

And here I must vindicate a claim to philosophi- 
cal reflectiveness, by remarking that Mr Brooke on 
this occasion little thought of the Kudicul speech 
which, at a later period, he was led to make on the 
incomes of the bishops. 'What cl&gant historian 
would neglect a striking opportunity for pointing 
out that his heroes did not foresee tl^ie history of the 
world, or even their own actions? — For example, 
that Henry of Navarre, when a Protestant baby, 
. little thought of being a •fJatholic monarch ; or that 
Alfred the Great, when he measured his laborious 



BOOK I. MISS BROOKE. 


97 


nights with burning candles, had no idea of future 
gentlemen measuring their idle days with watches. 
Here is a mine of truth, which, however vigorously 
it may be worked, is likely to outlast our coal. 

But of Mr Brooke I make a further remark perhaps 
less warranted by precedent — namely, that if lie had 
foreknown his speech, it might not have made any 
great difference. To think with pleasure of his 
niece's husband having a large ecclesiastical income 
w$s one thing — to make a Liberal speech was an- 
other thing ; and it is a narrow mind which cannot 
look at a subject from various points of view. 



CHAPTER VIII. 


*0b, icacue her f I am Iu*r lirotncr now. 

And you her father. Every gentle maid 
Should have a guardian in eaeli gentleman. * 


It was wonderful to Sir Janies Chettam liow well 
ho continued to like going to the Grange after he 
had once encountered the difficulty of seeing Doro- 
thea for the first #iuie in the light of a woman who 
was engaged to another man. Of course the forked 
lightning seemed to pass through him when he first 
approached her, and he remained conscious through- 
out the interview of hiding uneasiness ; but, good as 
he was, it must bo owned that his uneasiness was less 
than it would have been if he had thought his rival a 
brilliant ftnd desirable match. Ho had no sense of 
being eclipsed by Mr Oasaubon ; he was only shocked 
that Dorothea was under a melancholy illusion, and 
his mortification lost some of its bitterness by being 
mingled with (jompassion. 

Nevertheless, while Sir James said to himself that 
he had completely resigned her /fince with the per- 
versity of a Desdemona sh^thad not affected a pro- 
posed match that wat clearly suitable and according 
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to nature ; he could not yet be quite passive under 
the idea of her engagement to Mr Casaubon. On 
the day when he first saw them together in the light 
of his present knowledge, it seemed to him that he 
had not taken the affair seriously enough. Brooke 
was really culpable ; he ought to have hindered it. 
Who could speak to him ? Something might be done 
perhaps even now, at least to defer the marriage. On 
his way home he turned into the Rectory and asked 
for t Mr Cadwailader. Happily, the Rector was at 
home, and his visitor was shown into the study, 
whore all the fishing-tackle hung. But he himself 
was in a little room adjoining, at work with his 
turning apparatus, and he called to the baronet to 
join him there. The two wero better friends than 
any other landholder and clergyman in the county 
— a significant fact which was in agreement with the 
amiable expression of tlioir faces. 

Mr Cadwailader was a large man, with full lips 
and a sweet smile ; very plain and rough in his 
exterior, but with that solid •imperturbable ease and 
good -humour which is infectious, and like great 
grassy hills in the sunshine, quiets even an irritated 
egoism, and makes it rather ashamed of itself. 
“Well, how are you? 5 ’ he said, showing a hand not 
quite fit to be grasped. “ Sorry I missed you before. 
Is there anything particular ? You look vexed.” 

Sir J ames’s brow had a little crease^ in it, a littlo 
depression of tlfe eyebrow, whicli he seemed pur- 
posely to exaggerate as he, answered. 

“It is only this conflict of Brooke’s# I really 
think somebody should speak to him.” 
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“ What ? meaning to stand ? ” said Mr Cadwallader, 
going on with the arrangement of the reels which he 
had just been turning. “ [ hardly think he means 
it. But where’s the harm, if he likes it? Any one 
who objects to Whiggory should be glad when the 
Whigs don’t put up the strongest fellow. They 
won’t overturn the Constitution with our friend 
Brooke’s head for a battering rani.” 

“Oh, I don’t mean that,” said Sir James, who, 
after putting down his hat and throwing himself 
into a chair, had begun to nurse his leg and ex- 
amine the sole of his boot with much bitterness. 
“ I mean this marriage. 1 mean his lotting that 
blooming young girl marry Oasaubon.” 

“ Wliat is the matter with Casaubon ? I see no 
harm in him — if the girl likes him.” 

“ She is too ytung to know what she likes. Her 
guardian ought to interfere. He ought not to allow 
the thing to be done in this headlong manner. I 
wonder a man like you, Cadwallader — a man with 
daughters, can look at ,the affair with indifference : 
and with such a heart as yours ! Do think seriously 
about it.” 

“ I an> not joking ; I am as serious as possible,” 
said the Rector, with a provoking little inward 
laugh. “ You are as bad as Elinor. She has been 
wanting me to go and lecture Brooke ; and I have 
reminded her that her friends had a very poor 
opinion of tlie match she made 4 when she mar- 
ried me.” c 0 

“ But look at Casauboif^’ said Sir James, indig- 
nantly. “ He must lie fifty, and I don’t believe he 
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could ever have been much more than the shadow 
of a man. Look at his legs ! ” 

“ Confound you handsome young fellows ! you 
think of 1 laving it all your own way in the world. 
You don't understand women. They don't admire 
you half so much as you admire yourselves. Elinor 
used to tell her sisters that she married me for my 
ugliness — it was so various and amusing that it had 
quite conquered her prudence." 

“ You ! it was easy enough for a woman to love 
you. But lliis is no quest ion of beauty. I don’t 
like Casaubon." This was Sir James's strongest 
way of implying that lie thought ill of a man’s 
character. 

“Why? what do you know against him?” said 
the Hector, laying down his reels, and putting his 
thumbs into his arm-holes with ar^air of attention. 

Sir James paused. He dfd not usually find it easy 
to give his reasons : it seemed to him strange that 
people should not know them without being told, 
since he only felt what was reasonable. At last he 
said — 

“Now, Cadwallader, has he got any heart?” 

“Well, yes. I don’t mean of the melting sort, 
but a sound kernel, that you may be sure of. He 
is very good*to his poor relations : pensions several 
of the women, and is educating a young fellow at 
a good deal ft expense. Casaubon acts up to his 
sense of justice* His mother’^ sister made a bad 
match — a Pole, I think — lost herself — at any rate 

7 0 . • 

was disowned by her family. If it had not been for 
that, Casaubon would not have had so much money 

YOL. I. I> 2 
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by half. I believe he went himself to find ont his 
cousins, and see what he could do for them. Every 
man would not ring so well as that, if you tried his 
metal. You would, Cliettarn ; but not every man.” 

“ I don’t know,” said Sir James, colouring. “ I 
am not so sure of myself.” He paused a moment, 
and then added, “ That was a right thing for Casau- 
bon to do. But a man may wish to do what is right, 
and yet be a sort of parchment code. A woman may 
not be liapny with him. And 1 think when a girl is 
so young as Miss Brooke is, her friends ought to, 
interfere a little to hinder her from doing anything 
foolish. You laugh, because you fancy l,have some 
feeling on my own account. But upon my honour, 
it is not that. I should feel just the same if l were 
Miss Brooke’s brother or 1111010.” 

“ Well, but wh;*t should you do?” 

U I should say that tlio marriage must not. be de- 
cided on until she was of age. And depend upon 
it, in that case, it would never come off. I wish you 
saw it as 1 do— T wish ^you would talk to Brooke 
about it.” 

Sir James rose as he was finishing his sentence, 
for he saw. Mrs Oadwallader entering from the study. 
She held by the hand her youngest girl, about five 
years old, who immediately ran to papa, and was 
made comfortable on his knee. 

“I hear what you arc talking abqut,” said the 
wife. u But you ‘will make no 'impression on 
Humphrey. As long as f the fish rise to his bait, 
everybody is what I10 ou^Jit to be. Bless you, 
Casaubon has got a trout stream, and does not care 
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about fishing in it himself : could there be a better 
fellow ? ” 

“ Well, there is something in that,” said the 
Rector, with his quiet, inward laugh. u It is a very 
good quality in a mail to have a trout-stream.” 

“Hut seriously,” said Sir James, whose vexation 
had not yet spent itself, “ don’t you think the Rector 
might do somo good by speaking ?” 

“ Oh, I told you beforehand what he would say,” 
answered Mrs Oadwalladcr, lifting up her eyebrows. 
“ 1 have done what I could : I wash my hands of 
the marriage.” 

u In tlif^ first place,” said the Rector, looking 
rather grave, “ it would be nonsensical to expect 
that I could convince 13 rooke, and make him act 
accordingly. Brooko is a very good follow, but 
pulpy ;• he will run into any mc^ild, but lie won’t 
keep shape.” 

“ He might keep shape long enough to defer the 
marriage,” said Sir James. 

“ But, my dear Chettan^ why should I use my 
influence to Casaubon’s disadvantage, unless I were 
much surer than I am that T should be acting for 
the advantage of Miss Brooke? I know no harm of 
Casaubon. I don't care about his Xisuthrus and 
Fee-fo-fum and the rest; but then he doesn’t care 
about my fishing-tackle. As to the line he took on 
the Catholic Question, that was unexpected ; but he 
has always beeft civil to mo, and I don’t see why I 
should spoil his sport. For anything I can tell, 
Miss Brooke may be Jftippier with him than she 
would be with any other man.” 
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“ Humphrey I I have no patience with you. You 
know you would rather dine under the hedge than 
with Oasaubon alone. You have nothing to say to 
each other.” 

“ What has that to do with Miss Brooke’s marry- 
ing him ? She does not do it for my amusement.” 

“ He has got no good red blood in his body,” said 
Sir James. 

“ No. Somebody put a drop under a magnifying- 
glass, and it was all semicolons and parentheses,” 
said Mrs Cad wallader. 

“Why does lie not bring out his book, instead of 
marrying,” said Sir James, with a disgusj - ; which lie 
held warranted by the sound feeling of an English 
layman. 

“Oh, he dreams footnotes, and they run away 
with all his brainy. They say, when he was a little 
boy, lie made an abstract of 1 Hop o’ my Thumb,’ and 
lie has been making abstracts ever since. Ugh ! 
And that is the man Humphrey goes on saying that 
a woman may be happy with.” 

“Well, lie is what Miss Brooke likes,” said the 
Hector. “ I don’t profess to understand every young 
lady’s taste.” 

“But if she wort' your own daughter?” said Sir 
James. 4 

“ That would be a different affair. She is not my 
daughter, and I don’t feel called upon to interfere. 
Casaubon is ks gbod as most of «*us. He is a 
scholarly clergyman, and creditable to the cloth. 
Some Kadical fellow speechifying at Middlemarch 
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said Oasaubon was the learned straw - chopping 
incumbent, and Freke was the brick -and -mortar 
incumbent, and I was the angling incumbent. And 
upon my word, I don’t see that one is worse or better 
than the other.” The Rector ended with his silent 
laugh. He always saw the joke of any satire 
against himself. His conscience was large and 
easy, liko the rest of him : it did only what it 
could do without any trouble. 

f Clearly, there would be no interference with Miss 
Brooke’s marriage through Mr Cad wall adcr ; and 
Sir James felt with some sadness that she was to 
have perfect liberty of misjudgment. It was a sign 
of his good disposition that he did not slacken at all 
in his intention of carrying out Dorothea’s design of 
the cottages. Doubtless this persistence was the 
best course for his own dignity : bift pride only helps 
us to be generous ; it never makes us so, any more 
than vanity makes us witty. She was now enough 
aware of Sir James’s position with regard to her, to 
appreciate the rectitude c£ his perseverance in a 
landlord’s duty, to which he had at first been urged 
by a lover’s complaisance, and her pleasure in it was 
great enough to count for something ev<3n in her 
present happiness. Perhaps she gave to Sir James 
Chettam’s cottages all the interest she could spare 
from Mr Oasaubon, or rather from the symphony of 
hopeful dreams, admiring trust, and passionate self- 
devotion wliiclf that learned gentleman had set 
playing in her soul* Hence it happened that in the 
good baronet’s Succeeding visits, while he was 
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beginning to pay small attentions to Celia, he found 
himself talking with more and more pleasure to 
Dorothea. She was perfectly unconstrained and 
without irritation towards him now, and he was 
gradually discovering the delight there is in frank 
kindness and companionship between a man and a 
woman who have no passion to hide or confess. 
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1st Gent. An ancient land in ancient oracles 

Is (‘ailed “law thirsty all the struggle there 
Was after order and a perfect rule. 

Pray, where lie such lands now ? . . 

2 d Gety Why, where they lay of old— in human souls. 

Mii Casaubon’s behaviour about settlements was 
highly satisfactory to Mr Brooke, and the prelimin- 
aries of marriage rolled smoothly along, shortening 
the weeks of courtship. The betrothed bride must 
see her future home, and dictate any changes that 
she would like to have made there. A woman 
dictates before marriage in order that she may 
have an appetite for submission afterwards. And 
certainly, the mistakes that we male and female 
mortals make when wo have our own way might 
fairly raise some wonder that we are so fond of it 
On a grey but dry November morning Dorothea 
drove to Lowick in company with her undo and 
Celia. Mr Casaubods home was the manor-house. 
Close by, visile from some parts* of the garden, 
was the little church, with the old parsonage oppo- 
site. In the beginning of his career, Mr Casaubon 
had only held the living, but the death of his brother 
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had put him in possession of the manor also. It had 
a small park, with a fine old oak here and there, and 
an avenue of limes towards the south-west front, with 
a sunk fence between park and pleasure-ground, so 
that from the drawing-room windows the glance 
swept uninterruptedly along a slope of greensward 
till the limes ended in a level of corn and pastures, 
which often seemed to melt into a lake under the 
setting sun. This was the happy side of the house, 
for the south and east looked rather melancholy 
even under the brightest morning. The grounds 
hero were more confined, the flower-beds showed 
no very careful tendance, and large clumps of trees, 
chiefly of sombre yews, had risen high, not ten yards 
from the windows. The building, of greenish stuiie, 
was in the old English style, not ugly, but small 
windowed and melancholy -looking: the sort of house 
that must have children, many flowers, open win- 
dows, and little vistas of bright things, to make it 
seem a joyous home. Tn this latter end of autumn, 
with a sparse remnant of yellow leaves falling slowly 
athwart the dark evergreens in a stillness without 
sunshine, the house too had an air of autumnal de- 
cline, and, Mr Oasaubon, when he presented himself, 
had no bloom that could he thrown into relief by 
that background. 

“Oh dear!” Celia said to herself, “I am sure 
Freshitt Hall would have been pleasanter than 
this.” She thought of the white freestone, the pil- 
lared portico, and the terrace full of flowers, Sir 
James smiling above tlieu^ like a prince issuing 
from his enchantment in a rose-bush, with a hand- 
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kerchief swiftly metamorphosed from the most deli- 
cately -odorous petals — Sir James, who talked sq 
agreeably, always about things which had cornmon- 
sense in them, and not about learning ! Celia had 
those light young feminine tastes which grave and 
weatherworn gentlemen sometimes preterm a wife; 
but happily Mr Casaubon’s bias had been different, 
for he would have had no chance with Celia. 

Dorothea, on the contrary, found the house and 
grounds all that she could wish : the dark book- 
shelves in the long library, the carpets and curtains 
with colours subdued by time, the curious old maps 
and bird’s-eye views on tho walls of the corridor, 
with hero and there an old vaso below, had no- 
oppression for her, and seemed more cheerful than 
the casts and pictures at the Grange, which her 
uncle had long ago brought boring from his . travels 
— they being probably among the ideas he had 
taken in at one time. To poor Dorothea these 
severe classical nudities and smirking Renaissance- 
Correggiosities were painfully inexplicable, staring 
into the midst of her Puritanic conceptions : she 
had never been taught how she could bring them 
^into any sort of relevance with her life. % But the 
owners of Lowick apparently had not been travel- 
lers, and Mr* Casaubon’s studies of the past were 
not carried on by means of such aids. 

Dorothea walked about tho house with delightful 
emotion. Everything seemed hallowed to her: this 
was to be the home of her wifehood, and she looked 
up with eyes full* of confidence to Mr Casaubon 
when he drew her attention specially to some, actual 
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arrangement and asked her if she ’ would like an 
alteration. All appeals to her taste she met grate- 
fully, but saw nothing to alter. His efforts at exact 
courtesy and formal tenderness had no defect for 
her. She filled up all blanks with unmanifested 
perfections, interpreting him as she interpreted the 
works of Providence, and accounting for seeming 
discords by her own deafness to the higher liar- 
monies. And there are many blanks left in the 
weeks of courtship which a loving faith fills with 
happy assurance. 

“ Now, my dear Dorothea, I wish you to favour 
me by pointing out which room you wqukl like to 
have as your boudoir,” said Mr Oasaubon, showing 
that his views of the womanly nature were suffi- 
ciently largo to include that requirement. 

“ It -is very kjnd of von to think of that,” said 
Dorothea, “but I assuYe you I would rather have 
all those matters decided for me. I shall be much 
happier to take everything as it is — -just as you have 
been used to have it, or^as you will yourself choose 
it to be. I have no motive for wishing anything 
else.” 

“ 0 Dodo,” said Celia, “ will you not have thQ t 
bow-windowed room up-stairs?” 

Mr Casaubon led the way thithef. The how- 
window looked down the avenue of limes ; the 
furniture was all of a faded blue, and there were 
miniatures of Tadiek and gentlem&i* with powdered 
hair hanging in a group. A piece of tapestry over 
a door also showed a blu careen world with a pale 
stag in it. The chairs and tables were thin-legged 
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and easy to upset. It was a room where one might 
fancy the ghost of a tight-laced lady revisiting the 
scene of her embroidery. A light book-case con- 
tained duodecimo volumes of polite literature in 
calf, completing the furniture. 

“ Yes,” said Mr Brooke, “ this would bo a pretty 
room with some new hangings, sofas, and that sort 
of thihg. A little bare now.” 

“No, uncle,” said Dorothea, eagerly. “Pray do 
not speak of altering anything. There are so many 
other things in the world that want altering — I like 
to take these things as they are. And you like them 
as they a^, don’t you?” she added, looking at Mr 
Casaubon. “Perhaps this was your mother’s room 
when she was young.” 

“ It was,” he said, with his slow bond of the head. 

“This is your mother,” said IJorothea, who had 
turned to examine the grouf) of miniatures. “ It is 
like the tiny one you brought me ; only, I should 
think, a better portrait. And this one opposite, 
who is this?” 

“ Her elder sister. They were, like you and 
your sister, the only two children of their parents, 
who hang above them, you see.” 

“ The sister is pretty,” said Celia, implying that 
she thought less favourably of Mr Casaubon’s mother. 
It was a new opening to Celia’s imagination, that he 
came of a family who had all been young in their 
time — the ladfes wearing necklaces! 

“ It is a peculiar face^’ said Dorothea, looking 
closely. “ Those dee$ grey eyes rather near to- 
gether — and the delicate irregular nose with a sort 
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of ripple in it — and all the powdered curls hanging 
backward. Altogether it seems to me peculiar 
rather than pretty. There is not even a family 
likeness between her and your mother.” 

“ No. And they were not alike in their lot.” 

“ You did not mention her to me,” said Dorothea. 

“ My aunt made an unfortunate marriage. I 
never saw her.” 

Dorothea wondered a little, but felt that it would 
be indelicate just then to ask for any information 
which Mr Casaubon did not proffer, anti she turned 
to the window to admire the view. The sun had 
lately pierced the grey, and the avenue of limes 
cast shadows. 

“Shall we not walk in the garden now?” said 
Dorothea. 

“ And you would like to see the church, you 
know,” said Mr Brooke.* “ It is a droll little church. 
And the village. It all lies in a nut-shell. By tho 
way, it will suit you, Dorothea ; for the cottages 
are like a row of alms-houses — little gardens, gilly- 
flowers, that sort of thing. 

“ Yes, please,” said Dorothea, looking at Mr 
Casaubon^ “ I should like to see all that.” She 
had got nothing from him more graphic about the 
Lowick cottages than that they were* “not bad.” 

They were soon on a gravel walk which led 
chiefly between grassy borders and clumps of trees, 
this being tho fteare&t way to the church, Mr Casau- 
bon said. At the little gate leading into the church- 
yard there was a pause while Mr Casaubon went to 
the parsonage close by to fetch a key. Celia, who 
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had been hanging a little in the rear, came up 
presently, when she saw that Mr Casaubon was 
gone away, and said in her easy staccato, which 
always seemed to contradict the suspicion of any 
malicious intent — 

“ Do you know, Dorothea, I saw some one quite 
young coining up one of the walks.” 

“ Is that astonishing, Celia?' 7 

u There may be a young gardener, you know — 
why not ? 77 said Mr Brooke. “ I told Casaubon he 
should change his gardener. 77 

“No, not a gardener, 77 said Celia; “a gentleman 
with a sketch-book. lie had light-brown curls. 1 
only saw his hack. But he was quite young. 77 

“The curate’s sou, perhaps,” said Mr Brooke. 
“ Ah, there is Casaubon again, ami Tucker with 
him. He is going to introduce Thicker. You don’t 
know Tucker yet.” 

Mr Tucker was the middle-aged curate, one of 
the “ inferior clergy,” who are usually not wanting 
in sons. But after the introduction, the conversa- 
tion did not lead to any question about his family, 
and the startling apparition of youthfulness was 
forgotten by every one but Celia. She, inwardly 
declined to believe that the light-brown curls and 
slim figure could have any relationship to Mr Tucker, 
w ho was just as old and musty-looking as she would 
have expectejJ. Mr Casaubon’s curate to be ; doubt- 
less an excellent* man who wouM g<? to 1 leaven (for 
Celia wished not to be unprincipled), but the corners 
pf his mouth were so unpleasant. Celia thought 
with some dismalness of the time she should have 
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to spend as bridesmaid at Lowick, where the curate 
had probably no pretty little children whom she 
could like, irrespective of principle, 

Mr Tucker was invaluable in their walk; and 
perhaps Mr Oasaubon had not been without fore- 
sight on this head, the curate being able to answer 
all Dorothea's questions about the villagers and 
the other parishioners. Everybody, he assured her, 
was well off in Lowick : not a cottager in those 
double cottages at a low rent but kept a pig, and 
the. strips of garden at the back were well tended. 
The small boys wore excellent corduroy, the girls 
went out as tidy servants, or did a l^tle straw- 
plaiting at home: no looms hero, no Dissent; and 
though the public disposition was rather towards 
laying by money than towards spirituality, there 
was not much vjoe. The speckled fowls were so 
numerous that Mr Brodke observed, “ Your farmers 
leave some barley for the vomen to glean, I see. 
The poor folks hero might have a fowl in their 
pot, as the good French king used to wish for all 
his people. The French eat a good many fowls — 
skinny fowls, you know." 

u I thiijk it was a very cheap wish of his," said 
Dorothea, indignantly. “Arc kings such monsters 
that a wish like that must be reckoned a royal 
virtue V ” 

u And if he wished them a skinny fowl,” said 
Celia, “that v&uld*not be nice. *Jkit perhaps he 
wished them to have fat fowls.” 

“ Yes, but the word has propped out of the text, 
or perhaps was subauditum ; that is, present in the 
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king’s mind, but not uttered,” said Mr Casaubon, 
smiling and bending his head towards Celia, who 
immediately dropped backward a little, because she 
could not bear Mr Casaubon to blink at her. 

Dorothea sank into silence on the way back to 
the house. She felt some disappointment, of which 
she was yet ashamed, that there was nothing for 
her to do in Lowick ; and in tho next few minutes 
her mind had glanced over the possibility, which 
she would have preferred, of finding that her homo 
would be in a parish which had a larger share of 
the world’s misery, so that she might have had more 
active dutigs in it. Then, recurring to tlio future 
actually before her, she made a picture of more 
complete devotion to Mr Casaubon’s aims, in which 
she would await new duties. Many such might 
reveal themselves to tho higher knowledge gained 
by her in that companionship. 

Mr Tucker soon left them, having some clerical 
work which would not allow him to lunch at the 
Hall; and as they were re-entering the garden 
through the little gate, Mr Casaubon said — 

“You seem a little sad, Dorothea. I trust you 
are pleased with what you have seen.” 

“ I am feeling something which is perhaps foolish 
and wrong,” answered Dorothea, with her usual open- 
ness — “almost wishing that the people wanted more 
to be done fey: them here. I have known so few 
ways of making* my life good Tor Anything. Of 
course, my notions of usefulness must be narrow. 
I must learn now way^ f of helping people.” 

“Doubtless,” said Mr Casaubon. “Each position 
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has its corresponding duties. Yours, I trust, as 
the mistress of Lowiek, will not leave any yearning 
unfulfilled.” 

“ Indeed, I believe that,” said Dorothea, earnestly. 
“ Do not suppose that I am sad.” 

“ That is well. But, if you are not tired, we will 
take another wav to the house than that by which 
we came.” 

Dorothea was not at all tired, and a little circuit 

was made towards a fine yew-tree, the chief lieredi- 

* # • 

tary glory of the grounds on this side of the house. 
As they approached it, a figure, conspicuous on a 
dark background of evergreens, was ijeated on a 
bench, sketching the old tree. Mr Brooke, who 
was walking in front with Celia, turned his head, 
and said — 

“Who is that youngster, OasaubonV” 

They had come veVy near when Mr Casaubon 
answered — 

“That is a young relative of mine, a second 
cousin : the grandson, # in fact,” he added, looking 
at Dorothea, “ of the lady whose portrait you have 
been noticing, my aunt Julia.” 

The young man had laid down his sketch-book 
and risen. His bushy light -brown curls, as well 
as his youthfulness, identified him* at once with 
Celia’s apparition. 

“Dorothea, let me introduce to you my cousin, 
Mr Ladislaw.* WEI, this is Misrf iJrooke.” 

The cousin was so close now, that, when he lifted 
his hat, Dorothea could see a* pair of grey eyes 
rather near together, a delicate irregular nose with 



BOOK I. MISS BROOKE. 


117 


a little ripple in it, and hair falling backward ; but 
there was a mouth and chin of a more prominent, 
threatening aspect than belonged to the type of 
the grandmother’s miniature. Young Ladislaw did 
not feel it necessary to smile, as if ho were 
charmed with this introduction to his future second 
cousin and her relatives ; but wore rather a pout- 
ing air of discontent. 

“ You are an artist, I see,” said Mr Brooke, taking 
ii]j the sketch-book and turning it over in his un- 
ceremonious fashion. 

“No, I only sketch a little. There is nothing fit 
to be seei* there,” said young Ladislaw, colouring, 
perhaps with temper rather than modesty. 

“ Oh, come, this is a nice bit, now. 1 did a little 
in this way myself at one time, you know. Look 
here, now ; this is what I call a* nice thing, done 
with what we used to call *bri.o” Mr Brooke held 
out towards the two girls a large coloured sketch 
of stony ground and trees, with a pool. 

“I am no judgo of thesp things,” said Dorothea, 
not coldly, but with an eager deprecation # of the 
appeal to her. “ You know, uncle, I never see the 
beauty of those pictures which you say are so much 
praised. They are a language 1 do not understand. 
I suppose tli ere is some relation between pictures 
and nature which I am too ignorant to feel — just as 
you see wli^t a Greek sentence stands for which 
means nothing* to me.” Dorothea iooked up at Mr 
Casaubon, who bowed his head towards her, while 
Mr Brooke said, smili$j nonchalantly — 

“ Bless me, now, how different people are ! But 
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you had a bad style of teaching, you know — else this 
is just the thing for girls — sketching, fine art and so 
on. But you took to drawing plans ; you don’t under- 
stand morbidezza , and that kind of thing. You will 
come to my house, I hope, and I will show you what 
I did in this way,” he continued, turning to young 
Ladislaw, who had to he recalled from his preoccu- 
pation in observing Dorothea. Ladislaw had made 
up his mind that she must be an unpleasant girl, 
since she was going to marry Casaubon, and wlyit 
she said of her stupidity about pictures would have 
confirmed that opinion even if ho had believed her. 
As it was, lie took her words for a covert •judgment, 
and was certain that she thought his sketch detest- 
able. There was too much cleverness in her apology : 
she was laughing both at her undo and himself. 
But what a voice k It was like the voice of a soul 
that had once lived in an JEolian harp. This must 
be one of Nature’s inconsistencies. There could be 
no sort of passion in a girl who would marry Casau- 
bon. But lie turned from her, and bowed his thanks 
for Mr Brooke’s invitation. 

“We will turn over my Italian engravings to- 
gether,” continued that good-natured man. “I 
have no end of those things, that I have laid by 
for years. One gets rusty in this part of the 
country, you know. Not you, Casaubon; you stick 
to your studios j but my best ideas get undermost — 
out of use, you know. You clever y&ung men must 
guard against indolence. t I was, too indolent, you 
know: else I might have been* anywhere at one time.” 

“That is a seasonable admonition,” said Mr Casau- 
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bon ; u but now we will pass on to the house, lest 
the young ladies should be tired of standing.” 

When their backs were turned, young Ladislaw 
sat down to go on with his sketching, and as he 
did so his face broke into an expression of amuse- 
ment which increased as he went on drawing, till 
at last ho threw back his head and laughed aloud. 
Partly it was the reception of his own artistic pro- 
duction that tickled him ; partly the notion of his 
graj r e cousin as the lover of that girl ; and partly 
Mr Brooke’s definition of the place he might have 
held but for the impediment of indolence. Mr Will 
Ladislaw’s nense of the ludicrous lit up his features 
very agreeably : it was the pure enjoyment of com- 
icality, and had no mixture of sneering and self- 
exaltation. 

11 What is your nephew going to do with himself, 
Casaubon?” said Mr. Brooke, as they went on. 

“ My cousin, you mean — not my nephew.” 

“ Yes, yes, cousin. But in the way of a career 
you know.” 

u The answer to that question is painfully <Joubt- 
ful. On leaving Rugby ho declined to go to an 
English university, where I would gladly have 
placed him, and chose what I must consider the 
anomalous course of studying at Heidelberg. And 
now he wants to go abroad again, without any 
special object, # save the vague purpose of what he 
calls culture, preparation for he knows not what 
He declines to chopse a profession.” 

“ He has no means t T)ut what you furnish, I 
suppose.” 
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“ I have always given him and his friends reason 
to understand that I would furnish in moderation 
what was necessary for providing him with a 
scholarly education, and launching him respectably. 
I am therefore bound to fulfil the expectation so 
raised,” said Mr Casaubon, putting his conduct in 
the light of mere rectitude : a trait of delicacy 
which Dorothea noticed with admiration. 

“He has a thirst for travelling; perhaps he may 
turn out a Bruce or a Mungo Park,” said Mr Brooke. 
“ I had a notion of that myself at one time.” 

“ No, lie has no bent towards exploration, or the 
enlargement of our geognosis : that youhl be a 
special purpose which I could recognise, with some 
approbation, though without felicitating him on a 
career which so often ends in premature and violent 
death. But so fir is he from having any desire for 
a more accurate knowledge of tin* earth’s surface, 
that lie said ho should prefer not to know the 
sources of the Nile, and that there should be some 
unknown regions preserved as hunting-grounds for 
the ppetic imagination.” 

“Well, there is something in that, you know,” 
said Mi\ Brooke, who had certainly an impartial 
mind. 

“ It is, I fear, nothing more than 1 a part of his 
general inaccuracy and indisposition to thorough- 
ness of all kinds, which would be a l^d augury for 
him in any profession, civil or sacr6d, even were he 
so far submissive to ordinary rule as to choose one.” 

“Perhaps he has conscientious scruples founded 
on his own unfitness,” said Dorothea,* who was inter- 
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eating herself in finding a favourable explanation. 
“ Because tlie law and medicine should be very 
serious professions to undertake, should they not? 
People’s lives and fortunes depend on them.” 

“ Doubtless ; but I fear that my young relative 
Will Ladislaw is chiefly determined in his aversion 
to these callings by a dislike to steady application, 
and to that kind of acquirement which is needful 
instruinentally, but is not charming or immediately 
inviting to self-indulgent taste. I have insisted to 
hii¥i on what Aristotle has stated with admirable 
brevity, that for the achievement of any work re- 
garded as an end there must be a prior exercise of 
many energies or acquired facilities of a secondary 
order, demanding patience. 1 have pointed to my 
own manuscript volumes, which represent the toil 
of years preparatory to a work not j r et accomplished. 
But in vain. To careful reasoning of this kind he 
replies by calling himself Pegasus, and every form 
of prescribed work ‘ harness.’ ” 

Celia laughed. She was surprised to find that 
Mr Casaubon could say something quite ^musing. 

“Well, you know, he may turn out a Byron, a 
Chattcrton, a Churchill — that sort of thing — there’s 
no telling,” said Mr Brooke, “ Shall you let hhn go 
to Italy, or wherever else he wants to go?” 

u Yes ; I have agreed to furnish him with moderate 
supplies for a year or so ; he asks no more. I shall 
let him be tried #by the test of freedom.” 

“ That is very kind of you,” said Dorothea, look- 
ing up at Mr Casaitbon with delight. “It is noble. 
After all, people may really have in them some 
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vocation which is not quite plain to themselves, 
may they not? They may seem idle and weak 
because they are growing. We should be very 
patient with each other, I think.” 

“ I suppose it is being engaged to be married that 
has mado you think patience good,” said Celia, as 
soon as she and Dorothea were alone together, tak- 
ing off their wrappings. 

“ You mean that I am very impatient, Celia.” 

“ Yes ; when people don’t do and say just what 
you like.” Celia had become less afraid of “ saving 
things ” to Dorothea since this engagement : clever- 
ness seemed to her more pitiable than ever. 
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“ lie had catched a great cold, had he had no other clothes to wear than 
th? skin of a bear not yet killed."— F uller. 

Young Ladislaw did not pay Ibnt visit to which 
Mr Brooke had invited him, and only six days 
afterwards Mr Casaubon mentioned that his young 
relative had started for the Continent, seeming by 
this cold vagueness to waive inquiry. Indeed, Will 
had declined to fix on any more precise destination 
than the entire area of Europe. Genius, he held, is 
necessarily intolerant of fetters : on the one hand 
it must have the utmost play for its spontaneity ; 
on the other, it may confidehtly await those messages 
from the universe which summon it to its peculiar 
worfc, only placing itself in an attitude of recep- 
tivity towards all sublime chances. The attitudes 
of receptivity are various, and Will had sincerely 
tried many of them. He was not excessively fond 
of wine, but he had several times taken too much, 
simply as an^iperiment in that forn* of ecstasy ; he 
had fasted till ho was faint, and then supped on lob* 
ster ; he had madb hiweeiT ill with doses of opium. 
Nothing greatly original had resulted from these 
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measures ; and the effects of the opium had con- 
vinced him that there was an entire dissimilarity 
between his constitution and De Quincey’s. The 
superadded circumstance which would evolve the 
genius had not yet come ; the universe had not yet 
beckoned. Even Ca'surs fortune at one time was 
but a grand presentiment. We know what a mas- 
querade all development is, and what effective 
shapes may be disguised in helpless embryos. — In 
fact, the world is full of hopeful analogies and hand- 
some dubious eggs called possibilities. Will saw 
clearly enough the pitiable instances of long incu- 
bation producing no chick, and but for gratitude 
would have laughed at Oasaubon, whose plodding 
application, rows of note-books, and small taper of 
learned theory exploring the tossed ruins of the 
world, seemed to enforce a moral entirely encourag- 
ing to Will’s generous reliance on the intentions of 
the universe with regard to himself. He held that 
reliance to be a mark of genius ; and certainly it is 
no mark to the contrary ; genius consisting neither 
in self-conceit nor in humility, but in a power to 
make or do, not anything in general, but something 
in particular. I jet him start for the Continent,. then, 
without our pronouncing on his future. Among all 
forms of mistake, prophecy is the most gratuitous. 

But at present this caution against a too hasty 
judgment interests me more in relation to Mr 
Casaubon thancto his young cousin, if to Dorothea 
Mr Casaubon had been the mere occasion which 
had set alight the fine inflammable material of her 
youthful illusions, does it follow that he was fairly 
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represented in the minds of those less impassioned 
personages who have hitherto delivered their judg- 
ments concerning him ? I protest against any alv 
solute conclusion, any prejudice derived from Mrs 
Cadwallader’s contempt for a neighbouring clergy- 
man’s alleged greatness of soul, or Sir James Ohet- 
tam’s poor opinion of his rival’s legs, — -from Mr 
Brooke’s failure to elicit a companion’s ideas, or 
from Celia’s criticism of a middle-aged scholar’s 
personal appearance. 1 am not sure that the 
greatest man of his age, if over that solitary super- 
lative existed, could escape these unfavourable re- 
flections of Jhimself in various small mirrors ; and 
even Milton, looking for his portrait in a spoon, 
must submit to have the facial angle of a humpldn. 
Moreover, if Mr Casaubon, speaking for himself 
has rather a chilling rhetoric, it »s not therefore 
certain that there is no good work or tine feeling 
in him. Did not an immortal physicist and inter- 
preter of hieroglyphs write detestable verses ? Has 
the theory of the solar system been advanced by 
graceful manners and conversational tact? Suppose 
we turn from outside estimates of a man, to wonder, 
with keener interest, what is the report of his own 
consciousness about his doings or capacity : with 
what hindrances he is carrying on his daily labours ; 
what fading of hopes, or what deeper fixity of self- 
delusion the ypars are marking off within him ; 
and with what sji5rit he wrestles against universal 
pressure, which will one day t be too heavy for him, 
and bring his heart to itS final pause. Doubtless 
his lot is important in his own eyes ; and the chief 
VOL. L K 
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reason that we think he asks too large a place in 
our consideration must be our want of room for him, 
since we refer him to the Divine regard with perfect 
confidence ; nay, it is even held sublime for our 
neighbour to expect the utmost there, however little 
he may have got from us. Mr Casaubon, too, was 
the centre of his own world ; if he was liable to 
think that others were providentially made for him, 
and (‘specially to consider them in the light of their 
fitness for the author of a 1 Key to all Mytholo- 
gies/ this trait is not quite alien to us, and, like 
the other mendicant hopes of mortals, claims some 
of our pity. 

Certainly this affair of his marriage with Miss 
Brooke touched him morn nearly than it did any 
ono of the persons who have hitherto shown their 
disapproval of Jt, and in the present stage of things 
I feel more tenderly towards his experience of suc- 
cess than towards the disappointment of the amiable 
Sir James. For in truth, as the day fixed for his 
marriage came nearer, Mr Casaubon did not find his 
spirits rising ; nor did the contemplation of that 
matrimonial garden -scene, where, as all experience 
showed^ the path was to be bordered with flowers, 
prove persistently more enchanting to him than the 
accustomed vaults where he walked taper in hand. 
He did not confess to himself, still less could he 
have breathed to another, his surprise that though 
he had won a lovely and noble -hearted girl he had 
not won delight, — which he had also regarded as 
an object to be found by , search. It is true that he 
knew all the classical passages implying the con- 
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trary; but knowing classical passages, we find, is 
a mode of motion, which explains why they leave 
so little extra force for their personal application. 

Poor Mr Casaubon had imagined that his long 
studious bachelorhood had stored up for him a com- 
pound interest of enjoyment, and that large drafts 
on his affections would not fail to be honoured ; for 
we all of* us, grave or light, get our thoughts en- 
tangled in metaphors, and act fatally on the strength 
of them. And now he was in danger of being sad- 
dened by the very conviction that his circumstances 
were unusually happy : there was nothing external 
by which he, could account for a certain blankness 
of sensibility which came over him just when his 
expectant gladness should have been most lively, 
just when he exchanged the accustomed dulness 
of his Lowick library for bis visits (to the Grange. 
Hero was a weary experience* in which he was as 
utterly condemned to loneliness as in the despair 
which sometimes threatened him while toiling in 
the morass of authorship without seeming nearer 
to the goal. And his was that worst loneliness 
which would shrink from sympathy, lie could not 
but wish that Dorothea should think Dim jaot less 
happy than the world would expect her successful 
suitor to be ; and in relation to his authorship he 
leaned on her young trust and veneration, ho liked 
to draw forth l;er fresh interest in listening, as a 
means of encouragement to himself: in talking to 
her he presented all # his performance and intention 
witli the reflected confido^be of the pedagogue, and 
rid himself for the time of that chilling ideal audi- 
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enee which crowded his laborious uncreativo hours 
with the vaporous pressure of Tartarean shades. 

For to Dorothea, after that tov-box history of the 
world adapted to young ladies which had made tho 
chief part of her education, Mr Oasaubonks talk about 
his great book was full of new vistas ; and this sense 
of revelation, ibis surprise of a nearer introduction 
to Stoics and Alexandrians, as people who had ideas 
not totally unlike her own, kept in abeyance for 
tho time her usual eagerness for a binding theory 
which could bring her own life and doctrine into 
strict, connection with that amazing past, and give 
tho remotest sources of knowledge sonje bearing on 
her actions. That more complete teaching would 
come- Mr (-asaubon would tell her all that : she 
was looking forward to higher initiation in ideas, 
as she was looking forward to marriage, and blend- 
ing her dim conceptions ot both. It would bo a 
great mistake to suppose that Dorothea would have 
cared about any sham in Mr (.asau ben's learning 
as mere accomplishment; for though opinion in 
the neighbourhood of Freshitt and Tipton had pro- 
nounced her clever, that epithet would not have 
described her to circles in whose more precise vo- 
cabulary cleverness implies mere aptitude for know- 
ing and doing, apart from character! All her eager- 
ness for acquirement lay within that full current 
of sympathetic motive in which her ideas and im- 
pulses were habitually swept ahmg. She did not 
want to deck herself with knowledge — to wear it 
loose from the nerves and blood that fed her action ; 
and if she had written a hook she must have done 
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it as Saint Theresa did, under the command of an au- 
thority that constrained her conscience. But some- 
thing she yearned for by which her life might he 
filled with action at once rational and ardent ; and 
since the time was gone by for guiding visions and 
spiritual directors, since prayer heightened yearning 
but not instruction, what lamp was then*, but know- 
ledge? Surely learned men kept the only oil; and 
who more learned than Mr Oasaiibon? 

Tipis in these brief weeks Dorothea’s joyous grate- 
lid expectation was unbroken, and however her lover 
might occasionally be conscious of tlatness, ho could 
never refer i* to any slackening of her affectionate 
interest. 

The season was mild enough to encourage the 
project of extending the wedding journey as far as 
Borne, and Mr ( -asaubon was anxious A >r ibis because 
he wished to inspect, some manuscripts in the Vatican. 

“ I still regret that your sister is not to accom- 
pany us,” he said one morning, some time, after it 
had been ascertained that ( Vlki objected to go, and 
that Dorothea did not wisli for her companionship. 
“ You will have many lonely hours, Dorothea, for 
I shall be constrained to make the utmost *uso of 
my time during our stay in Rome, and I should feel 
more at liberty if you bad a companion.” 

The words u 1 should feel more at liberty” grated 
on Dorothea. kWyhe first time in speaking to Mr 
Casaubon she coloured from annoyance. 

“You must have i vis under* tood me very much,” 
she said, “if you think I sliould not enter into the 
value of your time — if you think that I should not 
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willingly give up whatever interfered with your 
using it to the best purpose.’’ 

44 That is very amiable in you, my dear Dorothea,” 
said Mr Casaubon, not in the least noticing that she 
was hurt ; 44 but if you had a lady as your com- 
panion, I could put you both under the care of a 
cicerone, and we could thus achieve two purposes 
in tlie same space of time.” 

44 1 beg you will not refer to this again,” said 
Dorothea, rather haughtily. Put immediately she 
feared that she was wrong, and turning towards 
him she laid her hand on his, adding in a different 
tone, 44 Pray do not be anxious about ‘me. I shall 
have so much to think of when I am alone. And 
Tantripp will be a sufficient companion, just to take 
care of me. 1 could not boar to have Celia: she 
would bo miserable.” 

It was time to dress. There was to be. a dinner- 
party that day, the last of the parties which were 
held at the Grange as proper preliminaries to the 
wedding, and Dorothea was glad of a reason for 
moving away at once on the sound of the bell, as 
if she needed more than her usual amount of pre- 
paration. She was ashamed of being irritated from 
some cause she could not define even to herself; 
for though she had no intention to be untruthful, 
her reply had not touched the real hurt within her. 
Mr Casauhov's words had been quite reasonable, yet 
they had brought a vague instantaneous sense of 
aloofness on his part. 4 

44 Surely I am in a straiigely selfish weak state of 
mind,” she said to herself. 44 How can I have a 
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husband who is so much above me without knowing 
that ho needs ine less than I need him?” 

Having convinced herself that Mr Casaubon was 
altogether right, she recovered her equanimity, and 
was an agreeable image of serene dignity when she 
came into the drawing-room in her silver-grey dress 
— the simple lines of her dark -brown hair parted 
over her brow and coiled massively behind, in keep- 
ing with tlio entire absence from her manner and 
expression of all search after mere effect. Some- 
times when Dorothea was in company, there seemed 
to be as complete, an air of repose about her as if 
she had been a picture of Santa Barbara looking out 
from her tower into the clear air; but these inter- 
vals of quietude made the energy of her speech 
and emotion the more remarked when some outward 
appeal had touched her. 

She was naturally the subject, of many observa- 
tions this evening, for the dinner-party was large 
and rather more miscellaneous as to the male por- 
tion than any which had boon hold at the Grange 
since Mr Brooke’s nieces had resided with him, so 
that the talking was done in duos and trios more 
or less inharmonious. There was the newly-elected 
mayor of Middlemarcli, who happened to be a manu- 
facturer; the philanthropic banker his brother-in- 
law, who predominated so much in the town that 
some called hjm a Methodist, others a hypocrite 1 , 
according to the Resources of their vocabulary ; and 
there were various professional men. In fact, Mrs 
Cadwallader said that Br^/bke was beginning to treat 
the Middlemarchers, and that she preferred the for- 
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mere at tlio tithe-dinner, who drank her health un- 
pretentiously, and were not ashamed of their grand- 
fathers’ furniture. For in that part of the country, 
before Reform had done its notable part in develop- 
ing the political consciousness, there was a clearer 
distinction of ranks and a dimmer distinction of 
parties ; so that Mr Brooke’s miscellaneous invita- 
tions seemed to belong to that general laxity which 
came from his inordinate travel and habit of taking 
too much in the form of ideas. 

Already, as Miss Brooke passed out of the dining- 
room, opportunity was found for some interjeetional 
“ asides.” 

•» 

“ A fine woman, Miss Brooke! an uncommonly 
fine woman, by God!” said Mr Standisli, the old 
lawyer, who had been so long concerned with the 
landed gentry tl^at he had become landed himself, 
and used that oath in a deep-mouthed manner as a 
sort of armorial bearings, stamping tin* speech of a 
man who held a good position. 

Mr Bui strode, the banker, seemed to be addressed, 
but that gentleman disliked coarseness and profan- 
ity, and merely bowed. The remark was taken up 
by Mr Ohiehely*, a middle-aged bachelor and cours- 
ing celebrity, who had a complexion something like 
an Easter egg, a few hairs Carefully ‘arranged, and 
a carriage implying the consciousness of a distin- 
guished appearance. 

“ Vos, hut n<*.t m v style of woman i I like a woman 
who lays herself out a little more to please us. 
There should be a little filigree about a woman — 
something of the coquette. A man likes a sort of 
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challenge. The more of a dead Bet she makes at 
you the better.” 

“ There's some truth in that,” said Mr Standisli, 
disposed to bo genial. “And, by God, it’s usually 
the way with them. I suppose it answers some wise 
ends: Providence made them so, eh, Bulstrode?” 

“ I should be disposed to refer coquetry to another 
source,” said Mr Bulstrode. “ I should rather refer 
it to the devil.” 

“Ay, 1o be sun', there should be a little devil in 
a woman,” said Mr Ohiehely, whose study of tho 
fair sex seemed to have been detrimenial to his 
theology. , “And 1 like them blond, with a certain 
gait, and a swan neck. Between ourselves, tho 
mayor’s daughter is more to my taste than Miss 
Brooke or Miss Celia either. If I were a marrying 
loan I should choose Miss Vincy before either of 
them.” 

“ Well, make up, make up,” said Mr Standisli, 
jocosely ; “ you see the middle-aged fellows carry 
the day.” 

Mr Ohiehely shook his head with much meaning : 
he was not going to incur the certainty of being ac- 
cepted by the woman he would choose. 

The Miss Yincv who had tho honour of being Mr 
Ohiehely \s ideal “was of course not present; for Mr 
Brooke, always objecting to go too far, would not 
have chosen yiat his nieces should meet the daugh- 
ter of a Middh ‘march manufacturer, unless it were 
on a public occasion. Tho t feminine part of the com- 
pany included none utfioni Lady Chettam or Mrs 
Cad wall ader could object to ; for Mrs Renfrew the 
VOL. 1. E a 
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colonel’s widow, was not only unexceptionable in 
point of breeding, but also interesting on the 
ground of her complaint, which puzzled the doctors, 
and seemed clearly a cast? wherein the fulness of 
professional knowledge might, need the supplement 
of quackery. Lady Ohettam, who attributed her 
own remarkable health to home-made bitters united 
with constant medical attendance, entered with 
much exercise of the imagination into Mrs Renfrew’s 
account of symptoms, and into the amazing futility 
in her case of all strengthening medicines. 

“Whore can all the strength of those medicines 
go, my dear?” said the, mild but stately dowager, 
turning to Mrs ( -adwallader reflectively, when Mrs 
Renfrew’s attention was calk'd away. 

“ It strengthens the disease,” said the Rector’s 

wife, much too \v\dl-born not to be an amateur in 

7 • 

medicine. “ Everything depends on the constitu- 
tion : some people, make fat, some blood, and some 
bile — that’s my view of the matter; and whatever 
they take is a sort of grid, to the mill.” 

“Then she ought to take medicines that would re- 
duce — reduce the disease', you know, if you are right, 
my dear. * And L think what you say is reasonable.” 

“ Certainly it is reasonable. You have two sorts 

4 i 

of potatoes, fed on the same soil. One of them 
grows more and more watery- ” 

“ All ! like ^his poor Mrs Renfrqw-*-that is what 
I think. Dropsy ! There is no swelling yet — it is 
inward. I should say olio ought to take drying 
medicines, shouldn’t you ?— *or a dry hot-air bath. 
Many things might be tried, of a drying nature.” 
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“ Let her try a certain person’s pamphlets,” said 
Mrs Dadwallader in an undertone, seeing the gentle- 
men enter. “ He does not want drying.” 

“Who, my dear?” said Lady Chettam, a charming 
woman, not so quick as to nullify the pleasure of 
ex] >l.i nation. 

“The bridegroom-— Dasaubon. lit* lias certainly 
been drying up faster since the engagement : the 
Maine of passion. I suppose.” 

“1 should ihink he is far from having a good con- 
stitution,” said Ladv Chettam, with a still deeper 

• 1 

undertone. “And then his studies — so very dry, 
as you say.” 

“Really, by the side of Sir James, he looks like a 
death’s head skinned over for the occasion. Mark 
my words: in a year from this time that girl will 
hate him. She looks up to lym as an oracle now, 
and by-and-by she will be at the other extreme. 
All Mightiness!” 

“ llow very shocking ! 1 fear she is headstrong. 

Hut. tell me — you know all about him— -is there any- 
thing very bad? What is the truth?” 

“The truth? he is as bad as the wrong physio- - 
nasty to take, and sure to disagree'.” 

“ There could not he anything worse than that,” 
said Lady Ohettam, with so vivid a conception of 
the physic that she seemed to have learned some- 
thing exact akorjt Mr Casaubon’s disadvantages. 
“However, James will hear nothing against Miss 
Brooke. He says #die ip the mirror of women 
still.” 

“ That is a generous make-believe of his. Depend 
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upon it, he likes little Celia better, and she appre- 
ciates him. I hope you like my little Celia ?” 

“ Certainly ; she is fonder of geraniums, and 
seems more, docile, though not so fine a figure. But 
wo were talking of physic : tell mu about this new 
young surgeon, Mr Lydgate. I am told he is 
wonderfully clever: he certainly looks it — a fine 
brow indeed.” 

“Ho is a gentleman. * I heard him talking to 
Humphrey, lie talks wadi.” 

“ Yes. Mr Brooke says he is one of the Lydgates 
of Northumberland, really well connected. One does 
not expect it in a practitioner of that kind. For my 
own part, I like a medical man more on a footing 
with the servants ; they an* often all the cleverer. 
I assure you T found poor Hicks's judgment unfail- 
ing ; J never Idiew him wrong. He was coarse* and 
hutelier-like, but lie knew my constitution, ft was 
a loss to me his going off so suddenly. Dear me, 
what a very animated conversation Miss Brooke 
seems to lx* having with this Mr Lydgate!” 

“She is talking cottages and hospitals with him,” 
said Mrs Cadwalladcr, whose cars and power of in- 
terpretation wmre quick. “I believe he is a sort of 
philanthropist, so Brooke is sure to take him up.” 

“James,” said Lady Chetlam when her son came 
near, “ bring Mr Lydgate and introduce him to me. 

I want to test him.” 

1 V 

Tho affable dowager declared herself delighted 
with this opportunity, of making Mr Lydgate’s 
acquaintance, having heard of his success in treat- 
ing fever on a new plan. 
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Mr Lydgate had the medical accomplishment of 
looking perfectly grave whatever nonsense was 
talked to him, and his dark steady eyes gave him 
impressiveness as a listener. He was as little as 
possible like the lamented Jlicks, especially in a 
certain careless refinement about his toilette and 
utterance. Yet Lady Ohettam gathered much con- 
fidence in him. He confirmed her view of her own 
constitution as being peculiar, by admitting that all 
constitutions might be called peculiar, and he did not 
deny that hers might bo more peculiar than others. 
He did not approve of a too lowering system, includ- 
ing reckless cupping, nor, on the other hand, of in- 
cessant port-wine and hark. He said “I ( hink so” 
with an air of so much deference accompanying the 
insight of agreement, that she formed the most cor- 
dial opinion of his talents. 

“ I am quite pleased with four protege she said 
to Mr Brooke Indore going away. 

“My protege ?■ — dear me ! — who is that?” said Mr 
Brooke. 

“ This young Lydgate, the. new doctor. Ho seems 
to me to understand his profession admirably.” 

“Oh, Lydgate! he is not my protege , you know; 
only I knew an uncle of his who sent me a letter 
about him. However, I think lie is likely to be first- 
rate — has studied in Paris, knew Broussais ; has 
ideas, you know — wants to raise the profession.” 

“Lydgate baskets of ideas, quite new, about 
ventilation and diet, that sort of thing,” resumed Mr 
Brooke, after he had hanjfcd out Lady Ohettam, and 
had returned to be civil to a group of Middlemarchers. 
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“ Hang it, do yon think that is qnito sound ? — 
upsetting the old treatment, which has made English- 
men what they are?” said Mr Standi si 1 . 

“Medical knowledge is at a low ebh among us,” 
said Mr Dulstrode, who spoke in a subdued tone, 
and had rather a sickly air. “ I, lor my part, hail 
the advent of Mr Lydgate. I hope to find good 
reason for confiding the new hospital to his manage- 
ment.” 

“That is all very line,” replied Mr Standish, who 
was not fond of Mr lhdstrode ; “if you like him to 
try gxperinienfs on your hospital patients, and kill 
a few people lor charity, I have no objection. But 
I am not going to hand money out of my purse to 
have experiments tried on me. I like treatment 
that lias been tested a little.” 

“Well, you kptnv, Standish, (‘very dose you take 
is an experiment an* experiment, you know,” said 
Mr Brooke, nodding towards tin* lawyer. 

“ Oh, if you talk in that sense ! ” said Mr Standish, 
w r ith as much disgust at such non-legal ([nibbling as 
a man can well betray towards a \aluable client. 

“ 1 should bo glad of any treatment that, would 
cure liu; without reducing me to a skeleton, like 
poor Orainger,” said Mr Vincy, the mayor, a florid 
man, who would have served for a study of tlcsh in 
striking contrast with tin* Franciscan tints of Mr 
Bulsi rode. “ It’s an uncommonly dangerous thing 
to be left without any padding against the shafts of 
disease, as somebody said, — and 1 think it a very 
good expression myself.” 

Mr Lydgate, of course, was out of hearing. Ho 
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had quitted the party early, and would have thought 
it altogether tedious but for the novelty of certain 
introductions, especially the introduction to Miss 
Brooke, whose youthful bloom, with her approaching 
marriage to that faded scholar, and her interest in 
matters socially useful, gave her tho piquancy of an 
unusual combination. 

“She is a good creature — that fine girl- -lmt a 
little too earnest , 5 ” he thought. “It is troublesome 
to talk to such women. They are always wanting 
reasons, yet they are too ignorant, to understand the 
merits of any question, and usually fall back on 
their moral senso to settle things after their own 
fast c.” 

Evidently Miss Brooke was not Mr Lydgate's 
style of woman any more than Mr (biehely’s. Con- 
sidered, indeed, in relation to the hitter, whose mind 
was matured, she was altogether a mistake, and cal- 
culated to shock his trust in final causes, including 
the adaptation of fine young women to purple-faced 
bachelors. But. Lydgate was less ripe, and might 
possibly have experience before him which would 
modify his opinion as to the most excellent tilings 
in woman. 

Miss Brooke, however, was not again seen by 
either of thetfb gentlemen under her maiden name. 
Not long after that dinner-party she had become 
Mrs Casaubon, and was on her way to Rome 
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“Hut dm Is and ljm^ua^’ surh as im*n do uso. 

And jHTsons siu'li as conn-dy would <■].<)» iso, 

Wlirn sh** would show an liua^t* of the times, 

And sj>ojL with human follies, not with otimes.” 

- 13i.hr Jonson. 

Lydgatr, in fuel, was already conscious of lining 
fascinated by a woman strikingly different from 
Miss Brooke : lie t did not, in t li< k least suppose, that 
ho had lost his balantV and fallen in love, hut he 
had said of that particular woman, u She is grace 
itself; she is perfectly lovely and accomplished. 
That is what a woman ought to he : she ought 
to }>roduce tin* effect of exquisite music.” Plain 
women lie regarded as he did the other severe facts 
of life, to, be faced with philosophy and investigated 
by science. But Rosamond Viney seemed to have 
the true melodic charm; and when a 'man has seen 
the woman whom he would have chosen if he had 
intended to marry speedily, his remaining a bachelor 
will usually depend on her resolution rather than on 
his. Lydgate believed that ho should not marry for 
several years : not marry t*ptil lie had trodden out 
a good clear path for himself away from the broad 
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road which was quite ready made. He had seen 
Miss Vincy above liis horizon almost as long as it 
had taken Mr Casaubon to become engaged and 
married : but this learned gentlermur was possessed 
of a fortune ; lie had assembled his voluminous 
notes, and had made that sort of reputation which 
precedes performance, — often the larger part of a 
man’s fame. lie took a wife, as wo have seen, 
to adorn the remaining quadrant of his course, and 
be a little moon that would cause hardly a calculable 
perturbation. But Lydgate was young, poor, ambi- 
tious. Ho bad bis hall-century before him instead 
of behind him, and he had come to Middlemareh 
bent on doing many things that were not directly 
fitted to make his fortune or even secure him a good 
income.. To a man under such circumstances, tak- 
ing a wife is something more than a question of 
adornment* however highly he may rate this ; and 
Lydgate was disposed to give it the first place 
among wifely functions. To his taste, guided by 
a single conversation, here vvas the point on which 
Miss Brooke would be found wanting, notwithstand- 
ing her undeniable beauty. She did not look at 
tilings from the proper feminine angle. The society 
pf such women was about as relaxing as going from 
your work to teach tlio second form, instead of reclin- 
ing in a paradise with sweet laughs for bird-notes, 
and blue eye^fo^a heaven. 

Certainly nothing at present could seem much 
less important to ^Lydgate than the turn of Miss 
Brooke’s mind, or to Mi^& Brooke than the qualities 
of the woman who had attracted this young surgeon. 
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But any one watching keenly the stealthy con v erg 
once of human lots, sees a slow preparation of effects 
from one life on another, which tells like a calculated 
irony on the indifference or the frozen stare with 
which we look at our un introduced neighbour. Des- 
tiny stands by sarcastic with our dramatis personce 
folded in her hand. 

Old provincial society had its share of this subtle 
movement : bad not only its striking downfalls, its 
brilliant young professional dandies who ended by 
living up an entry with a drab and six children for 
their establishment, but also those less marked vicis- 
situdes which are constantly shifting the boundaries 
of social intercourse, and begetting new conscious- 
ness of interdependence. Some slipped a little 
downward, some got higher footing: people denied 
aspirates, gained wealth, and fastidious gentlemen 
stood for boroughs; kmuc were caught, in political 
currents, sons' in ecclesiastical, and perhaps found 
themselves surprisingly grouped in consequence ; 
while a few personages or families that stood with 
rocky firmness amid all this fluctuation, were slowly 
presenting new aspects in spite of solidity, and alter- 
ing with the double change of self and beholder. 
Municipal town and rural parish gradually made 
fresh threads, of connection — gradually, as the old 
stocking gave way to the savings-bank, and the 
worship of the solar guinea became extinct; while 
squires and baronets, and even loi\ls who had once 
lived blamelessly afar from the civic mind, gathered 
the faultiness of closer acquaintanceship. Settlers, 
too, came from distant counties, some with an alarm- 



BOOK T. MISS BBOOKE. 


143 


ing novelty of skill, others with an offensive advan- 
tage in cunning. In fact, much the same sort of 
movement and mixture went on in old England as 
we find in older Herodotus, who also, in telling 
what had been, thought it well to take a woman’s 
lot lor his starting-point ; though Io, as a maiden 
apparently beguiled by al tractive merchandise, was 
the reverse of Miss Brooke, and in this respect per- 
haps bore more resemblance to Rosamond Vincy, who 
1 had excellent taste in costume, with that nymph-liko 
figure and pure blondness which give the largest 
range to choice in the How and colour of drapery. 
But these things made only part of her charm. 
She was admitted to lx* the flower of Mrs Lemon’s 
school, the chief school in the county, where the 
teaching included all that was demanded in the 
accomplished female — -even to evtras, sucli as the 
getting in and out of a carriage. Mrs Lemon her- 
self had always held up Miss Vincy as an example: 
no pupil, she said, exceeded that young lady for 
mental acquisition and propriety of speech, while 
her musical execution was quite exceptional. We 
cannot help the way in which people speak of us, 
and probably if Mrs Lemon had undertaken to de- 
scribe Juliet or Imogen, these heroines would not 
have seemed* poetical. The first, vision of Rosa- 
mond would have been enough with most judges 
to dispel any j^ejudice excited by Mrs Lemon’s 
praise. 

Lydgate could not be long in Middlemarch with- 
out having that agreeable vision, or even without 
making the acquaintance of the Vincy family ; for 
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though Mr Peacock, whose practice ho had paid 
something to enter on, had i*ot been their doctor 
(Mrs Viney not liking the lowering system adopted 
by him), lie had many patients among their connec- 
tions and acquaintances, For who of any conse- 
quence in Middleman;!) was not connected or at 
least acquainted with the Vincys? They were old 
manufacturers, and had kept a good house for three 
generations, in which there had naturally been much 
intermarrying with neighbours more or less decidedly 
genteel. Mr Vincv's sister bad made a wealthy 
match in accepting Mr Bulstrode, who, however, as 
a man not born in the town, and altogether of dimly- 
known origin, was considered to have done well in 
uniting himself with a. real Middleman'll family; 
on the other hand, Mr Viney bad descended a little, 
having taken ail innkeeper’s daughter. But on this 
side too there was a cheering sense of money ; for 
Mrs Viney’ s sister had been second wife to rich old 
Mr Feathers!, one, and bad died childless years ago, 
so that her nephews and , nieces might be supposed 
to tout'll the affections of the widower. And it hap- 
pened that Mr Bulstrode and Mr Featlierstone, two 
of Peacock’s most important patients, had, from dif- 
ferent causes, given an especially good reception to 
his successor, who had raised some partisanship as 
well as discussion. Mr Wrench, medical attendant 
to the Viney family, very early lijid ( grounds for 
thinking lightly of Lydgate’s professional discretion, 
and there was no report about him which was not 
retailed at the Vincys’, whertf, visitors were frequent. 
Mr Viney was more inclined to general good-fellow- 
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ship than to taking sides, but there was no need for 
him to be hasty in making any new man’s acquaint- 
ance. Rosamond silently wished that her father 
would invite Mr Lydgate. Sin*, was tired of the 
Dices and figures she had always been used to — 
the various irregular profiles and gaits and turns 
of phrase distinguishing those Middlemarch young 
men whom she had known as boys. She had been 
at school with girls of higher position, whose 
brothers, she felt sure, it would have been possible 
for her to be more interested in, than in these inevi- 
table Middleman*]] companions. But she would not 
have chosen to mention her wish to her father ; and 
he, for his part, was in no lmrry on the subject. An 
alderman about to be mayor must by-and-by enlarge 
his dinner-parties, but at present there were plenty 
of guests at his well-spread table. 

That table often remained covered with the relics 
of the family breakfast long afte$ Mr Viney had gone 
with his second son to the warehouse, and when 
Miss Morgan was already far on in morning les- 
sons with the younger girls in the school-room. It 
awaited the family laggard, who found any sort of 
inconvenience (to others) less disagreeable than 
getting up # whcn he was called. This was the 
ease one morning of the October in which wo have 
lately seen Mr Oasaubon visiting the Grange; and 
though the jro<yu was a little overheated with the 
fire, which had sent the spaniel panting to a remote 
corner, Rosamond^ for soi^e reason, continued to sit 
at her embroidery longer than usual, now and then 
giving herself a little shake, and laying her work 
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on lier knee to contemplate it with an air of hesi- 
tating weariness. Tier mamma, who had returned 
from an excursion to the kitchen, sat on the other 
side of the small work- table with an air of more 
entire placidity, until, the clock again giving notice 
that it was going to strike, she looked up from 
the lace-mending which was occupying her plump 
lingers and rang the bell. 

“ Knock at Mr Fred's door again, Pritchard, and 
tell him it has struck half-past ten.” 

This was said without any change in the radiant 
good- 1 111 1 uour of Mrs Viney’s face, in which forty-live 
years had delved neither angles nor parallels; and 
pushing hack her pink cap-strings, she let her work 
rest on her lap, while she looked admiringly at her 
daughter. 

“ Mamma.,” said Rosamond, “ when Fred comes 
down I wish you would not let. him have red her- 
rings. F cannot bear Ihe smell of them all over the 
house at. this hour of the morning.” 

“ Oh, my dear, you are *a> hard on. your brothers! 
It is the only fault 1 have to lind with you. You 
are the sweetest temper in tin* world, but you are 
so tetchy with your brothers.” 

“Not tetchy, mamma: you never hear me speak 
in an unladylike way.” 

“ Well, but you want to deny them things.” 

“ Brothers are so unpleasant.” 

c 

“Oh, my dear, you must allow for young men. 
Be thankful if they have good hearts. A woman 
must learn to put up with Pttle things. You will 
be married some day.” 
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“ Not to any one who is like Fred.” 

“ Don’t decry your own brother, my dear. Few 
yomi# men have loss against them, although he 
couldn’t take his degree — I’m sun* f can’t under- 
stand why, for he seems to me most clover. And 
you know yourself ho was thought equal 1o the best 
society at college. So particular as you are, my 
dear, 1 wonder you are not glad to have such a gen- 
tlemanly young man for a brother. You are always 
finding fault with Bob because he is not Fred.” 

“Oh no, mamma, only because Ik? is Bob.” 

“ Well, my dear, you will not find any Middle- 
march young man who has not something against 
him.” 

“But” — here Rosamond's face broke into a smile 
which suddenly revealed two dimples. She herself 
thought unfavourably of these dimples and smiled 
little in general society. “Hut I shall not many 
any Middlomareh young man.” 

“So it seems, my love, for you have, as good as 
refused the pick of them ; aivl if there’s betler to be 
had, I’m sure there's no girl better deserves it.” 

“ Excuse me, mamma — I wish you would not say, 
1 the pick of thorn.’ ” 

“ Why, what else are they?” 

“ I mean, mamma, it is rather a vulgar ex- 
pression.” 

“ Very likely, #ny dear ; 1 never was a good 
speaker. What should I say?” 

“ The best of theiy.” 

“Why, that seems just’as plain and common. If 
l .had had time to think, I should have said, ‘the 
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most superior young men.’ But with your educa- 
tion you must know.” 

“ What must Rosy know, mother ?” said Mr Fred, 
who had slid in unobserved through the half-open 
door while the ladies were bending over their work, 
and now going up to the fire; stood with his back 
towards it, warming the soles of his slippers. 

“ Whether it’s right to say ‘superior young men/” 
said Mrs Viney, ringing tin* bell. 

“ Oh, there are so many superior teas and sugars 
now. Superior is getting to be shopkeepers’ 
slang.” 

“Are you beginning to dislike slang, then?” said 
Rosamond, with mild gravity. 

“Only the wrong sort. All ohoieo of words is 
slang. It marks a el ass.” 

“There is correct English : that is not slang.” 

“ I beg your pardon : correct English is the slang 
of prigs \> no write history and essays. 'And the 
strongest slang of all is the slang of poets.” 

“ You will say anything, Fred, to gain your 
point.” 

“ Well, tell me whether it is slang or poetry to 
call an ox a ley-plait er? 

“ Of course you can call it poetry if you like.” 

“Aba, Miss Rosy, you don’t know Homer from 
slang. 1 shall invent- a new game ; I shall write 
bits of slang and poetry on slips and give them to 
you to separate.” 

“Dear me, how amusing it is to hear young 
people talk!” said MrsWincy, with cheerful ad- 
miration. 
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Have you got nothing else for my breakfast, 
Pritchard ? ” said F red, to the servant who brought 
in coffee and buttered toast ; while he walked round 
the tablo surveying the ham, potted beef, and other 
cold remnants, with an air of silent rejection, and 
polite forbearance from signs of disgust. 

“Should you like eggs, sir?” 

“ Fggs, no ! Bring me a grilled bone.” 

“ Really, Fred,” said Rosamond, when the servant 
had left the room, u if you must have 4 hot things for 
breakfast, I wish you would come down earlier. 
You can got up at six o'clock to go out hunting; 1 
cannot understand why you find it so difficult, to get 
up on other mornings.” 

“That is your want of understanding, Rosy. I 
can get up to go hunting because I like it.” 

“ What would yob think of me if 1 came down 
two hours alter every one else and ordered grilled 
hone ? ” 

“ I should think you were an uncommonly fast 
young la.dy,” said Fred, eatjng his toast witli the 
utmost composure. 

“ I cannot see why brothers are to make them- 
selves disagreeable, any more than sisters.” • 

“ I don’t, make myself disagreeable ; it is you who 
find me so. iJtisagreeable is a word that describes 
your feelings and not my actions.” 

“I think it ^es<$ribcs the smell of grilled hone.” 

“Not at all. it describes a sensation in your 
little nose associated with certain finicking notions 
which are the classics of J?trs Lemon’s school. Look 
at my mother : you don’t see her objecting to every 
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thing except what she does herself. She is my 
notion of a pleasant woman.” 

“ Bless you both, my dears, and don’t quarrel,” 
said Mrs Vincy, with motherly cordiality, “dome, 
Fred, tell us all about the new doctor. How is your 
uncle pleased with him?” 

“Pretty well, I think. He. asks Lydgate all sorts 
of questions and then screws up his face while ho 
hears the answers, as if they were pinching his toes. 
That’s his way. Ah, here comes my grilled bone.” 

“ But how came you to stay out so late, my dear? 
You only said you wen* going to your uncle's.” 

“Oli, 1 dined at Plyrmlale’s. We had whist. 
Lydgate was there too.” 

“And what do you think of him? He is very 
gentlemanly, 1 suppose. They say he is of excel- 
lent family his relations quite county people.” 

“Yes,” said Fred. “There was a Lydgate at 
John’s who spent no end of money. 1 find this 
man is a second cousin of his. But rich men may 
have very poor devils for second cousins.” 

“ ft always makes a difference, though, to be of 
good family,” said Rosamond, with a tone of de- 
cision which showed that she had thought on this 
subject. Rosamond felt that she might have been 
happier, if she had not. been the daughter of a 
Middleman^ manufacturer. She disliked anything 
which reminded her that her mother’s father had 
been an innkeeper. Certainly any one remember- 
ing the fact might think that Mrs Vincy had the air 
of a very handsome good-1 armoured landlady, accus- 
tomed to the most capricious orders of gentlemen. 
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“ I thought it was odd his name was Tertian,” 
said the bright-faced matron, “ but of course it’s a 
name in the family. But now, tell us exactly what 
sort of man he is.’’ 

“Oh, tallisl), dark, clover — talks well — rather a 
prig, I think.” 

“ I never can make out what, you mean by a prig,” 
said Rosamond. 

“ A fellow who wants to show that he has 
opinions.” 

“ Why, mv dear, doctors must have opinions,” 
said Mrs Viney. “What are they there for else V” 

“ Yes, mother, the opinions they are paid for.* 
But a prig is a fellow who is always making you a 
present of his opinions.” 

“ I suppose Mary Garth admires Mr Lydgate,” 
said Rosamond, not without, a touch of innuendo. 

“Really, I can’t say,” said Fred, rather glumly, 
as he left the tabic, and taking up a novel which 
lie had brought down with him, threw himself into 
an arm-chair. “ If you are.jealous of her, go oftener 
to Stone Court yourself and eclipse her.” 

“I wish you would not be so vulgar, Fred. If 
you have finished, pray ring tin" bell.” • 

“It is true, though — what your brother says, 
Rosamond,” Mrs Viney began, when the servant 
had cleared the table. “ It is a thousand pities 
you haven’t* patience to go and see your uncle 
more, so proud of you as ho is, and wanted you 
to live with him* There’s no knowing what he 
might have done for 3»ou as well as for Fred. God 
knows, I’m fond of having you at homo with me, 
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but I can part with my (children for thoir good. And 
now it stands to reason that your undo Featherstone 
will do something for Mary Garth.” 

“Mary Garth can boar being at Stone Court, 
because she likes that better than being a gover- 
ness,” said Kosainond, folding up her work. “I 
would rather not have anything left to me if I must 
earn it by enduring much of my uncle's cough and 
his ugly relations.” 

“He can’t be long for this world, my dear; I 
wouldn’t hasten his end, but what, with asthma and 
that inward complaint, let us hope there is soine- 
•thing better for him in another. And I havo no 
ill-will towards Mary Garth, hut there’* justice to 
be thought of. And Mr Featherst one's first wife 
brought him no money, as my sister did. Her 
nieces and nephews can’t have so much claim as 
mv sister’s. And f must say I think Marv Garth 
a dreadful plain girl — more fit for a governess.” 

“ Kvery one would not agree with you there, 
mother,” said Fred, who »sccmcd to be able to read 
and listen too. 

“Well, my dear,” said Mrs Vinoy, wheeling skil- 
fully, “if -she had some fortune left her, - a man 
marries his wife’s relations, and the (births an* so 
poor, and live in such a small way. But I shall 
leave you to your studies, my dear ; fori must go 
and do sons* shopping.” 

“Fred’s studies are not very deep,” said liosa- 
mond, rising with her maunna, “fye is only reading 
a novel.” 

“Well, well, by-aud-by he’ll go to his Latin and 
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things,” said Mrs Vinoy, soothingly, stroking her 
son's head. “ There's a fire in the smoking-room 
on purpose. It/s your father’s wish, you know — 
Fred, my dear — and 1 always tell him you will bo 
good, and go to college again to take your degree.” 

Fred drew his mother's hand down to his lips, but 
said nothing. 

“I suppose you are not. going out riding to-day?” 
said Rosamond, lingering a little after her mamma 
was gone. 

“No; why?” 

“ Papa says [ may have the ehesnut to ride now.” 

“You ran go with me to-morrow, if you like. 
Only T am going to Stone (\>urt, remember.” 

“ T want to ride so jimeh, it. is indifferent to mo 
whore wo go.” Rosamond really wished 1o go to 
Stone Oourt, of alt other plaees. 

“Oh, 1 say, Rosy,” said Fred, as she was passing 
out of the room, “if you are going 1o the piano, let 
me come and play some airs with you.” 

“ Pray do not ask me tlii^ morning.” 

“Why not this morning?” 

“Really, Fred, 1 wish you would leave off playing 
the ilute. A man looks very silly plaving*the llute. 
And you play so out of tune.” 

“ When next any one makes love to you, Miss 
Rosamond, I will toll him how obliging you are.” 

“Why shojddfyou expect me to oblige you by 
hearing you play the flute, any more than I should 
expect you to oblige me by^not playing it?” 

“ And why should ycy? expect mo to take you out 
riding ? ” 
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This question led to an adjustment, for Rosamond 
had set her mind on that particular ride. 

So Fred was gratified with nearly an hour’s 
practice of “ Ar hyd y nos,” “Ye banks and braes,” 
and other favourite airs from his “ Instructor on the 
Flute a wheezy performance, into which lie threw 
much ambition and an irrepressible hopefulness. 



155 


CHAPTER XII. 


“ Hr Kart linin' tow on li i s rtistaflb 
Than Utrvuis knew.” 

• Chaliceu. 


The ride to Stone Court, which Fred and Rosamond 
took the next morning, iav through it pretty bit of 
midland landscape, almost all meadows and pastures, 
with hedgerows still allowed to grow in bushy beauty 
and to spread out coral fruit for the birds. Little 
details gave each field a particular physiognomy, 
dear to the eyes that have looked on them from 
childhood: the pool in the corner whore the grasses 
were dank and trees leaned whisperingly ; the great 
oak shadowing a bare place in mid-pasture; the high 
bank where the asli-trees grew ; the snddey slope of 
the old marl -pit making a red background for the 
burdock; the*huddled roofs and ricks of the home- 
stead without a traceable way of approach ; the 
grey gate and ^pnees against the depths of the 
bordering w r ood ; and the stray hoVbl, its old, old 
thatch full of mossy hills ayd valleys with wondrous 
modulations of ligfit an # d shadow such as we travel 
far to see in later life, and see larger, but not more 
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beautiful. These are the things that make the 
gamut of joy in landscape to midland-bred souls — 
tho things they toddled among, or perhaps learned 
by heart standing between their father’s knees while 
he drove leisurely. 

But tho road, even tho byroad, was excellent ; for 
Lowiok, as wo have seen, was not a parish of muddy 
lanes and poor tenants ; and it was into Lowick 
parish that Fred and Rosamond entered after a 
couple of miles’ riding. Another mile would bring 
them to Stone Court, and at tho end of the lirst half, 
the bouse was already visible, looking as if it had 
been arrested in its growth toward a stone mansion 
by an unexpected budding of farm-buildings on its 
left Hank, which bad hindered it from becoming any- 
thing more than the substantial dwelling of a gentle- 
man farmer. It was not the less agreeable an object 
in the distance for the cluster of pinnacled corn-ricks 
which balanced the fine row of walnuts on the right. 

Presently it was possible to discern something 
that might be a gig on the circular drive before 
the front door. 

“ Dear me,” said Rosamond, “ I hope none of my 
uncle’s horrible relations are. there.” 

“They are, though. That is Mrs Waule’s gig — 
tho last yellow gig left, 1 should think. When I 
see Mrs Waule in it, I understand how yellow can 
have been worn for mourning. That gig seems to 
me more funereal than a hearse. But then Mrs 
Waule always has black crape on. How does she 
manage it, Rosy? Her friends can’t always be 
dying." 
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“ I don’t know at all. And she is not in the least 
evangelical,” said Rosamond, reflectively, as if that 
religious point of view would have fully accounted 
for perpetual crape. “ And not poor,” she added, 
after a moment’s pause. 

“No, by George ! They are as rich as Jews, 
those Waules and Featherstones ; I mean, for people 
like them, who don’t want to spend anything. And 
yet they hang about my uncle like vultures, and are 
afraid of a farthing going away from their side of 
the family. Rut 1 believe lie bates them all.” 

The Mrs Waulo who was so far from being admir- 
able in the eyes of these distant connections, had 
happened to say this very morning (not at all with 
a defiant air, but in a low, muffled, neutral tone, as 
of a voice heard through cotton wool) that she did 
not wish “ to enjoy their good opinion.” She was 
seated, as she observed, on her own brother’s hearth, 
and had been Jane Featherstone five -and -twenty 
years before she had been Jane Waule, which en- 
titled her to speak when h$r own brother’s name 
had been made free with by those who had no 
right to it. 

“What are you driving at there?” said Mr 
Featherstone, holding his stick between liis knees 
and settling his wig, while he gave her a momen- 
tary sharp glance, which seemed to react on him 
like a draught* of,|eold air and set him coughing. 

Mrs Waule had to defer her answer till he was 
quiet again, till Mary Garth* had supplied him with 
fresh syrup, and he had Vegun to rub the gold knob 
of his stick, looking bitterly at the fire. Tt was a 

VOL. L V 
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bright fire, but it made no difference to the chill- 
looking purplish tint of Mrs Waule’s face, which was 
as neutral as her voice ; having mere chinks for eyes, 
and lips that hardly moved in speaking. 

11 The doctors can’t master that cough, brother. 
It’s just like what I have ; for I’m your own sister, 
constitution and everything. But, as I was saying, 
it’s a pity Mrs Vincy’s family can’t bo better con- 
ducted.” 

u Tchah ! 3-011 said nothing o’ the sort. You said 
somebody had made free with 1113' name.” 

“ And no more than can be proved, if what every- 
body says is true. My brother Solomon tells me it’s 
the talk up and down in Middlemarch how unsteady 
young Yincy is, and has been for ever gambling at 
billiards since home he came.” 

“ Nonsense! What’s a game at billiards? It’s a 
good gentlemanly game ; and young Vimy is not a 
clodhopper. If your son John took to billiards, now, 
he’d make a fool of himself.” 

u Your nephew John, newer took to billiards or any 
other game, brother, and is far from losing hundreds 
of pounds, which, if what every bod \' says is true, 
must be found somewhere else than out of Mr Vincy 
the father’s pocket. For they say he’s been losing 
money for years, though nobody would think so, 
to see him go coursing and keeping open house as 
they do. And I’ve heard say Mr Bulstrode con- 
demns Mrs Yincy beyond anything for her flighti- 
ness, and spoiling hev children so.” 

“ What’s Bulstrode to 'me? I don’t bank with 
him.” 
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“’Well, Mrs Bulstrode is Mr Vincy’s own sister, 
and they do say that Mr Vincy mostly trades on the 
Bank money; and you may see yourself, brother, 
when a woman past forty lias pink strings always 
flying, and that light way of laughing at everything, 
it’s very unbecoming. But indulging your children 
is one thing, and finding money to pay their debts is 
another. And it’s openly said that young Vincy lias 
raised money on liis expectations. I don’t say what 
expectations. Miss Garth hears me, and is welcome 
to tell again. I know young people hang together.” 

“No, thank you, Mrs Waule,” said Mary Garth. 
u I dislike hearing scandal too much to wish to re- 
peat it.” 

Mr Featherstone rubbed the knob of his stick and 
made a brief convulsive show of laughter, which had 
much the same genuineness as an old whist-player’s 
chuckle over a bad hand. Still looking at the fire, 
he said — 

“ And who pretends to say F red Vincy hasn’t got 
expectations? Such a fine,# spirited fellqw is like 
enough to have ’em.” 

There was a slight pause before Mrs Waule re- 
plied, and when she did so, her voice seemed to bo 
slightly moistened with tears, though her face was 
still dry. 

“ Whether or no, brother, it is naturally painful to 
me and my brctfhe'# Solomon to hear your name made 
free with, and your complaint being such as may 
carry you off sudden, and people who are no more 
Featherstones than the #5lerry-Andrew at the fair, 
openly reckoning on your property coming to them. 
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And me your own sister, and Solomon your own 
brother ! And if that’s to bo it, what has it pleased 
the Almighty to make families for?” Here Mrs 
Waule’s tears fell, but with moderation. 

“ Come, out with it, Jane ! ” said Mr Featherstone, 
looking at her. “ You mean to say, Fred Vincy has 
been getting somebody to advance him money on 
what he says he knows about my will, eh?” 

“ I never said so, brother” (Mrs Waule’s voice had 
again become dry and unshaken). u It was told me 
by my brother Solomon last night when he called 
coming from market to give me advice about the old 
wheat, me being a widow, and my son John only 
three-and-twenty, though steady beyond anything. 
And he had it from most undeniable authority, and 
not one, but many.” 

“ Stuff and nonsense ! 1 don’t believe a word of it. 
It’s all a got-up story.’ Go to the window, missy ; I 
thought I heard a horse. See if the doctor’s coming.” 

“ Not got up by me, brother, nor yet by Solomon, 
who, whatever else he r may be — and I don’t deny he 
has oddities — has made his will and parted his pro- 
perty equal between such kin as lie's friends with ; 
though,* for my part, I think there are times when 
some should bo considered more than others. But 
Solomon makes it no secret what he means to do.” 

“ The more fool he ! ” said Mr Featherstone, with 
some difficulty ; breaking into a severe lit of cough- 
ing that required Mary Garth to stand near him, so 
that she did not find f out whose horses they were 
which presently paused stamping on the gravel be- 
fore the door. 
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Before Mr Featherstone’s cough was quiet, Rosa- 
mond entered, bearing up her riding-habit with 
much grace. She bowed ceremoniously to ]\lrs 
Waule, who said stiffly, “How do you do, miss?” 
smiled and nodded silently to Mary, and remained 
standing till the coughing should cease, and allow 
her uncle to notice her. 

“ Heyday, miss ! ” he said at last, “you have a fine 
colour. Where’s Fred?” 

“ Seeing about the horses. He will be in pres- 
ently.” 

“ Sit down, sit down. Mrs Waule, you’d better 

go.” 

Even those neighbours who had called Peter 
Featherstone an old fox, had never accused him 
of being insincerely polite, and his sister was quite 
used to the peculiar absence of # ceremony with which 
he marked his sense of blood-relationship. Indeed, 
she herself was accustomed to think that entire free- 
dom from the necessity of lx ‘having agreeably was 
included in t he Almighty’s intentions about families. 
She rose slowly without any sign of resentment, and 
said in her usual muffled monotone, “ Brother, I 
hope the new doctor will be able to do something for 
you. Solomon ^iys there’s great talk of his clever- 
ness. I’m sure it’s my wish you should be spared. 
And there’s none more ready to nurse you than 
your own sister your own nieces, ij* you’d only 
say the word. There’s Rebecca, and Joanna, and 
Elizabeth, you know.”. 

“Ay, ay, I remember — you’ll see I’ve remembered 
’em all — all dark and ugly. They’d need have some 
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money, eh? There never was any beauty in the 
women of our family ; but the Featherstones have 
always had some money, and the Waules too. 
Waule had money too. A warm man was Waule. 
Ay, ay ; money’s a good egg ; and if you’ve got 
money to leave behind you, lay it in a warm nest. 
Good-bye, Mrs Waule.” 

Here Mr Featherstone pulled at both sides of his 
wig as if he wanted to deafen himself, and his sister 
went away ruminating on this oracular speech of his. 
Notwithstanding her jealousy of the Vineys and of 
Mary Garth, there remained as the nethermost sedi- 
ment in her mental shallows a persuasion that her 
brother Peter Featherstone could never leave his 
chief property away from his blood-relations : — else, 
why had the Almighty carried off his two wives 
both childless, after he had gained so much by man- 
ganese and things, turning up when nobody ex- 
pected it? — and why was there a Lowick parish 
church, and the Waules and Powderells all sitting 
in the same pew for generations, and the Feather- 
stone pew next to them, if, the Sunday after her 
brother Peters death, everybody was to know that 
the property was gone out of the family ? The human 
mind has at no period accepted a moral chaos ; and 
so preposterous a result was not strictly conceivable. 
But we are frightened at much that is not strictly 
conceivable. 

When Fred came in the old man eyed him with 
a peculiar twinkle, which the younger had often had 
reason to interpret as pr ; de in the satisfactory details 
of his appearance. 
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u You two misses go away,” said Mr Featherstone. 
“ I want to speak to Fred.” 

“ Come into my room, Rosamond, you will not 
miiul the cold for a little while,” said Mary. The 
two girls had not only known each other in child- 
hood, but had been at the same provincial school 
together (Mary as an articled pupil), so that they 
had many memories in common, and liked very 
well to talk in private. Indeed, this tete-d-tete was 
one of Rosamond’s objects in coming to Stone 
Court. 

Old Featherstone would not begin the dialoguo 
till the door had been closed. He continued to look 
at Fred with the same twinkle and with one of his 
habitual grimaces, alternately screwing and widen- 
ing his mouth ; and when he spoke, it was in a low 
tone, which might be taken for that of an informer 
ready to be bought off, rather than for the tone of 
an offended senior. He was not a man to feel any 
strong moral indignation even on account of tres- 
passes against himself. It was natural that others 
should want to get an advantage over him, but then, 
he was a little too cunning for them. 

u So, sir, you’ve been paying ten per T?ent for 
money which you’ve promised to pay off by mort- 
gaging my land when I’m dead and gone, eh ? You 
put my life at a twelvemonth, say. But I can alter 
my will yet.” 

Fred blushed. He had not borrowed money in 
that way, for excellent reasons. But he was con- 
scious of having spoken jvith some confidence (per- 
haps with more than he exactly remembered) about 
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his prospect of getting Featherstone’s land as a 
future means of paying present debts. 

“ I don’t know wliat you refer to, sir. I have 
certainly never borrowed any money on such an in- 
security. Please to explain.” 

“No, sir, it’s you must explain. I can alter my 
will yet, let me tell you. I’m of sound mind — can 
reckon compound interest in my head, and remember 
every fool’s name as well as I could twenty years 
ago. What the deuce? I’m under eighty. I say, 
you must contradict this story.” 

“ I have contradicted it, sir,” Fred answered, with 
a touch of impatience, not remembering that his 
uncle did not verbally discriminate contradicting 
from disproving, though no one was further from 
confounding the two ideas than old Featherstone, 
who often wondered that so many fools took his 
own assertions for proofs. “Put I contradict it 
again. The story is a silly lie.” 

“ Nonsense ! you must bring dockiments. It 
comes from authority.” 

“Name the authority, and make him name the 
man of whom 1 borrowed the money, and then I can 
disprove the story.” 

“It’s pretty 4 good authority, I think — a man who 
knows .most of what goes on in Middlemarch. It’s 
that fine, religious, charitable uncle o’ yours. Come 
now!” Here Mr Feathers toner had his peculiar 
inward shake which signified merriment. 

“Mr Bui strode?” , 

“Who else, eh?” 

“Then the story has grown into this lie out of 
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some sermonising words he may have let fall about 
me. Do they pretend that he named the man who 
lent me the money?” 

u If there is such a man, depend upon it Bulstrodo 
knows him. But, supposing you only tried to get 
the money lent, and didn’t get it — Bulstrodo ’ud 
know that too. You bring me a writing from Bul- 
strode to say lie doesn’t believe you've ever pro- 
mised to pay your debts out o’ my land. Como 
now ! ” 

Mr Featherstone’s face required its whole scale of 
grimaces as a muscular outlet to his silent triumph 
in the soundness of his faculties. 

Fred felt himself to be in a disgusting dilemma. 

u You must he joking, sir. Mr Bulstrodo, like 
other men, believes scores of things that are not 
true, and ho has a prejudice against me. I could 
easily get him to write that lie knew no facts in 
proof of the report you speak of, though it might 
lead to unpleasantness. But I could hardly ask him 
to write down what he believes or does not believe 
about me.” Fred paused an instant, and then add- 
ed, in politic appeal to his uncle’s vanity, “ That 
is hardly a thing for a gentleman to ask.”* 

But he was disajipointed in the fesult. 

“ Ay, 1 know what you mean. You’d sooner 
offend me than Bulstrodo. And what’s he? — he’s 
got no land hejealtmt that ever I heard tell of. A 
speculating fellow ! Ho may come clown any day, 
when the devil leaves off backing him. And that’s 
what his religion meaner he wants God A’mighty 
to come in. That’s nonsense ! There’s one thing 
VOL. I. F 2 
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I made out pretty clear when I used to go to church 
— and it’s this : God A’mighty sticks to the land. 
He promises land, and He gives land, and He makes 
chaps rich with corn and cattle. But you take the 
other side. You like Bulstrode and speculation 
better than Featherstone and land.” 

“ I beg your pardon, sir,” said Fred, rising, standing 
with his back to the fire and beating his boot with 
his whip. “ I like neither Bulstrode nor speculation.” 
He spoke rather sulkily, feeling himself stalemated. 

“ Well, well, you can do without me , that’s pretty 
clear,” said old Featherstone, secretly disliking the 
possibility that Fred would show himself at all 
independent. “You neither want a bit of land to 
make a squire of you instead of a starving parson, 
nor a lift of a hundred pound by the way. It’s all 
one to me. I can make five codicils if I like, and I 
shall keep my bank-notes for a nest-egg. It’s all 
one to me.” 

Fred coloured again. Featherstone had rarely 
given him presents of money, and at this moment it 
seemed almost harder to part with the immediate 
prospect of bank-notes than with the more distant 
prospect of the land. 

“ I am not ungrateful, sir. I never meant to show 
disregard for any kind intentions you might have 
towards me. On the contrary.” 

“Very good. Then prove it.* You bring me a 
letter from Bulstrode saying he doesn’t believe 
you’ve been cracking kind promising to pay your 
debts out o’ my land, and then, if there’s any scrape 
you’ve got into, we’ll see if I can’t back you a bit 
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Come now ! That’s a bargain. Here, give me your 
arm. I’ll try and walk round the room.” 

Fred, in spite of his irritation, had kindness 
enough in him to bo a little sorry for the unloved, 
unvenorated old man, who with his dropsical legs 
looked more than usually pitiable in walking. While 
giving his arm, lie thought that he should not him- 
self like to be an old fellow with his constitution 
breaking up ; and he waited good-tempercdly, first 
before the window to hear the wonted remarks about 
the guinea-fowls and the weather-cock, and then 
before the scanty book-shelves, of which the chief 
glories in dark calf were Josephus, Culpepper, 
Klopstock’s i Messiah,’ and several volumes of the 
* Gentleman’s Magazine.’ 

“ Read me the names o’ the books. Come now.! 
you’re a college man.” 

Fred gave him the titles. 

“ What did missy want with more books ? What 
must you bo bringing her more 1 >ooks for ? ” 

“They amuse her, sir. IShe is very fond of 
reading.” 

“A little too fond,” said Mr Featherstone, cap- 
tiously. “ She was for reading when she sat with 
me. But I put # a stop to that. She’s got the news- 
paper to read out loud. That’s enough for one day, 
I should think. I can’t abide to see her reading to 
herself. You mind and not bring l^pr any more 
books, do you hear?” 

li Yes, sir, I hear.” 9 Fre<J had received this order 
before, and had secretly disobeyed it. He intended 
to disobey it again. 



168 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


“Ring the bell/' said Mr Featherstone ; “I want 
missy to come down.” 

Rosamond and Mary had been talking faster than 
their male friends. They did not think of sitting 
down, but stood at the toilet- table near the win- 
dow while Rosamond took off her hat, adjusted her 
veil, and applied little touches of her finger-tips to 
her hair — hair of infantine fairness, neither flaxen 
nor yellow. Mary Garth seemed all the plainer 
standing at an angle between the two nymphs — 
the one in the glass, and the one out of it, who 
looked at each other with eyes of heavenly blue, 
deep enough to hold the most exquisite meanings 
an ingenious beholder could put into them, and deep 
enough to hide the meanings of the owner if these 
should happen to he less exquisite. Only a fow 
children in Middle inarch looked blond by the side 
of Rosamond, and the slim figure displayed by her 
riding-habit had delicate undulations. In fact, most 
men in Middlemareh, except her brothers, held that 
Miss Vincy was the best girl in the world, and some 
called her an angel. Mary (birth, on the contrary, 
had the aspect of an ordinary sinner : she was 
brown ;* her curly dark hair was rough and stub- 
born ; her stature was low ; and it would not be 
true to declare, in satisfactory antithesis, that she 
had all the virtues. Plainness has its peculiar 
temptations and vices quite as *nuc|i as beauty ; it 
is apt either' to feign amiability, or, not feigning it, 
to show all the repul s^veness of discontent : at any 
rate, to be called an ugiy thing in contrast with 
that lovely creature your companion, is apt to pro- 
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duce some effect beyond a sense of fine veracity 
and fitness in the phrase. At the age of two-and- 
twent-y Mary had certainly not attained that perfect 
good sense and good principle which are usually 
recommended to the less fortunate girl, as if they 
wore to be obtained in quantities ready mixed, with 
a flavour of resignation as required. Tier shrewd* 
ness had a streak of satiric bitterness continually 
renewed and never carried utterly out of sight, 
except by a strong current of gratitude towards 
those who, instead of telling her that she ought 
to be contented, did something to make her so. 
Advancing womanhood had tempered her plainness, 
which was of a good human sort, such as the 
mothers of our race have very commonly worn in 
all latitudes under a more or less becoming head* 
gear. Rembrandt would have painted her with 
pleasure, and would have made her broad features 
look out of the canvas with intelligent honesty. 
For honesty, truth - telling fairness, was Mary’s 
reigning virtue : she neither tried to create illu- 
sions, nor indulged in them for her own behoof, and 
when she was in a good mood she had humour 
enough in her to laugh at herself. When she and 
Rosamond happened both to bo reflected in the 
glass, si 10 said* laughingly — 

“ What a brown patch I am by the side of you, 
Rosy! You are tl*e most unbecoming companion.” 

u Oh no ! No one thinks of your appearance, 
you are so sensible and useful, Mary. Beauty is 
of very little consequent in reality,” said Rosa* 
mond, turning her head towards Mary, but with 
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eyes swerving towards the new view of her neck 
in the glass. 

“You mean my beauty/’ said Mary, rather sar- 
donically. 

Rosamond thought, “ Poor Mary, she takes the 
kindest things ill.” Aloud she said, “ What have 
you been doing lately?” 

“I? Oh, minding, the house— -pouring out syrup 
— pretending to be amiable and contented — learning 
to have a bad opinion of everybody.” 

“ It is a wretched life for you.” 

“ No,” said Mary, curtly, with a little toss of her 
head. “ I think my life is pleasanter than your 
Miss Morgan’s.” 

“Yes; but Miss Morgan is so uninteresting, and 
not young.” 

“She is interesting to herself, I suppose; and I 
am not at all sure that everything gets easier as 
one gets older.” 

“No,” said Rosamond, reflectively ; “one wonders 
what such people do, without any prospect. To be 
sure, there is religion as a support. But,” she 
added, dimpling, “it is very different with you, 
Mary. , You may have an offer.” 

“ Has any one told you he means to make 
me one ? ” * 

“Of course not. I moan, there is a gentleman 
who may foil in love with you^ seeing you almost 
every day.” * * 

A certain change in Mary’s face was chiefly 
determined by the resolve' not to show any 
change. 



BOOK I. MISS BROOKE. 


171 


“ Does that always make people fall in love ? ” she 
answered, carelessly ; “ it seems to me quite as often 
a reason for detesting each other.” 

“ Not when they are interesting and agreeable. I 
hear that Mr Lydgate is both.” 

“ Oh, Mr Lydgate ! ” said Mary, with an unmistake- 
able lapse into indifference. “ You want to know 
some tiling about him,” she added, not choosing to 
indulge Rosamond’s indirectness. 

‘“Merely, how you like him.” 

“There is no question of liking at present. My 
liking always wants some little kindness to kindle 
it. I am not magnanimous enough to like people 
who speak to mo without seeming to see me.” 

“ Is he so haughty?” said Rosamond, with height- 
ened satisfaction. “ You know that he is of good 
family?” 

“No ; he did not give that as a reason.” 

“ Mary ! you are the oddest girl. Rut, what sort 
of looking man is he? Describe him to me.” 

“ How can one describe a man? I can give you 
an inventory : heavy eyebrows, dark eyes, a straight 
nose, thick dark hair, large solid white hands — and 
— let me see — oh, an exquisite cambric pocket- 
handkerchief. But you will see him. You’ know 
this is about the time of his visits.” 

Rosamond blushed a little, but said, meditatively, 
“ I rather like a haughty manner. I cannot endure 
a rattling youlig man.” 

“ I did not tell you that Mr Lydgate was haughty ; 
but il y en a pour Hous fes *gduts, as little Mamselle 
used to say, and if any gfirl can choose the particular 
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sort of conceit she would like, I should think it is 
you, Rosy.” 

“ Haughtiness is not conceit; I call Fred conceited.” 

“ I wish no one said any worse of him. He should 
be more careful. Mrs Waule has been telling uncle 
that Fred is very unsteady.” Mary spoke from a 
girlish impulse which got the better of her judg- 
ment. There was a vague uneasiness associated with 
the word “ unsteady ” which she hoped Rosamond 
might say something to dissipate. But she pur- 
posely abstained from mentioning Mrs Waule’ s more 
special insinuation. 

“ Oh, Fred is horrid ! ” said Rosamond. She would 
not have allowed herself so unsuitable a word to any 
one but Mary. 

“ What do you mean by horrid V ” 

“ Ho is so idle, and makes papa so angry, and 
says he will not take orders.” 

“I think Fred is quite right.” 

“How can you say lie is quite right, Mary? I 
thought you had more sense of religion.” 

“ He is not tit to be a clergyman.” 

“But he ought to be fit.” 

“Well, then, he is not what he ought to be. I 
know some other people who are in the same case.” 

“ Hut no one approves of them. * I should not 
like to marry a clergyman ; but there must be cler- 
gymen/’ v 

“ It does not follow that Fred must be one.” 

“ But when papa has been at the expense of edu- 
cating him for it ! And (felly suppose, if he should 
have no fortune left him?” 
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" I can suppose that very well,” said Mary, dryly. 

“ Then I wonder you can defend Fred,” said Rosa* 
mond, inclined to push this point. 

“ 1 don’t defend him,” said Mary, laughing ; “ I 
would defend any parish from having him for a 
clergyman.” 

“ But of course if lie were a clergyman, he must 
be different.” 

“ Yes, he would be a great hypocrite ; and he is 
not that yet.” 

“It is of no use saying anything to you, Mary. 
You always take Fred’s part.” 

“ Why should I not take his part?” said Mary, 
lighting up. “ He would take mine. He is the only 
person who takes the least trouble to oblige me.” 

“You make me find very uncomfortable, Mary,” 
said Rosamond, with her gravest mildness ; “I would 
not tell mamma for the world.” 

“What would you not tell her?” said Mary, 
angrily. 

“Pray do not go into a rage, Mary,” said Rosa- 
mond, mildly as ever. 

“ If your mamma is afraid that Fred will make me 
an offer, tell her that I would not marry lyni if he 
asked me. But he is not going to do so, that I am 
aware. He certainly never has asked me.” 

“ Mary, you are always so violent.” 

“And you are ojways so exasperating.” 

“I? What can you blame me for*” 

“ Oh, blameless people are always the most ex- 
asperating. There* is the bell — I think we must 
P '0 down.” 
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“ I did not mean to quarrel,” said Rosamond, put- 
ting on her hat. 

“ Quarrel ? Nonsense ; we have not quarrelled. 
If one is not to get into a rage sometimes, what is 
the good of being friends V ” 

“ Am I to repeat what you have said?” 

“Just as you please. I never say what I am 
afraid of having repeated. But let us go down.” 

Mr Lydgate was rather late this morning, but the 
visitors stayed long enough to see him ; for Mr 
Featherstone asked Rosamond to sing to him, and 
she herself was so kind as to propose a second 
favourite song of his — “ Flow on, thou shining river ” 
— after she had sung “ Home, sweet home ” (which 
she detested). This hard-headed old Overreach 
approved of the sentimental song, as the suitable 
garnish for girls, and also as fundamentally line, 
sentiment being the right thing for a song. 

Mr Featherstone was still applauding the last per- 
formance, and assuring missy that her voice was as 
clear as a blackbird’s, when Mr Lydgate’s horse 
passed the window. 

His dull expectation of the usual disagreeable 
routine with an aged patient — who can hardly 
believe that medicine would not “ set him up ” if 
the doctor were only clever enough-* -added to his 
general disbelief in Middlemarch charms, made a 
doubly effective background to this vision of Rosa* 
mond, whom o?d Feather^one made haste ostenta- 
tiously to introduce as his niece, though he had 
never thought it worth 1 while vo speak of Mary 
Garth in that light. Nothing escaped Lydgate in 
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Rosamond’s graceful behaviour : how delicately she 
waived the notice which the old man’s want of taste 
had thrust upon her by a quiet gravity, not show ing 
her dimples on the wrong occasion, but showing 
them afterwards in speaking to Mary, to whom she 
addressed herself with so much good-natured interest, 
that Lydgate, after quickly examining Mary more 
fully than he had done before, saw an adorable kind- 
ness in Rosamond’s eyes. But Mary from some cause 
looked rather out of temper. 

“ Miss Rosy has been singing me a song — you’ve 
nothing to say against that, eh, doctor V” said Mr 
Feather stone. “ I like it better than your physic.” 

“That has made me forget how the time was 
going,” said Rosamond, rising to reach her hat, 
which she had laid aside before singing, so that her 
flower-like head on its white stem was seen in per- 
fection above her riding-habit. “ Fred, we must 
really go.” 

“Very good,” said Fred, who had his own reasons 
for not being in the best spirits, and wanted to get 
away. 

“Miss Yincy is a musician?” said Lydgate, fol- 
lowing her with his eyes. (Every nerve and muscle 
in Rosamond was adjusted to the consciousness that 
she was being looked at. She was by nature an 
actress of parts that entered into her physique : she 
even acted her own character, and so w r ell, that she 
did not knofy it to be precisely lier^own.) 

“ The best in Middlemarch, I’ll be bound,” said 
Mr Featherstonef “ let* tiie next be who she will. 
Eh, Fred? Speak u£ for your sister.” 
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“ I'm afraid Tm out of court, sir. My evidence 
would bo good for nothing.” 

u Middlemarcli has not a very high standard, 
uncle,” said Rosamond, with a pretty lightness, 
going towards her whip, which lay at a distance. 

Lydgate was quick in anticipating her. He 
reached the whip before she did, and turned to 
present it to her. She bowed and looked at him : 
he of course was looking at her, and their eyes met 
with that peculiar meeting which is never arrived 
at by effort, but seems like a sudden divine clear- 
ance of haze. I think Lydgate turned a little paler 
than usual, but Rosamond blushed deeply and felt 
a certain astonishment. After that, she was really 
anxious to go, and did not know what sort of stupid- 
ity her uncle was talking of when she wont to shake 
hands with him. 

Yet this result, which she took to Ik* a mutual 
impression, calk'd falling in love, was just what 
Rosamond had contemplated beforehand. Ever since 
that important new arrival in Middlemarch she had 
woven a little future, of which something like this 
scene was the necessary beginning. Strangers, 
whether wrecked and clinging to a raft, or duly 
escorted and accompanied by portmanteaus, have 
always had a circumstantial fascination for the 
virgin mind, against which native merit has urged 
itself in vain. And a stranger* was absolutely 
necessary to Rosamond's social romance, which had 
always turned on a lover and bridegroom who was 
not a Middle marcher, and who had no connections 
at all like her own : of late, indeed, the construe- 
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tion seemed to demand that he should somehow be 
related to a baronet. Now that she and the stranger 
had met, reality proved much more moving than 
anticipation, and Rosamond could not doubt that 
this was the great epoch of her life. She judged 
of her own symptoms as those of awakening love, 
and she held it still more natural that Mr Lydgate 
should have fallen in love at first sight of her. 
These things happened so often at balls, and why 
not by the morning light, when the complexion 
showed all the better for it ? Rosamond, though 
no older than Mary, was rather used to being fallen 
in love with , but she, for her part, had remained 
indifferent and fastidiously critical towards both 
fresh sprig and faded bachelor. And here was Mr 
Lydgate suddenly corresponding to her ideal, being 
altogether foreign to Middlemarch, carrying a cer- 
tain air of distinction congruous with good family, 
and possessing connections which offered vistas of 
that middle-class heaven, rank: a man of talent, 
also, whom it would be especially delightful to en- 
slave : in fact, a man who had touched her nature 
quite newly, and brought a vivid interest into 
her life which was better than any fancied might- 
be ” such as she was in the habit of opposing to the 
actual. 

Thus, in riding home, both the brother and the 
sister were pre- Jccupied and inclined to be silent. 
Rosamond, whoso basis # for her structure had the 
usual airy slightness, wa*$ of remarkably detailed 
and realistic imaginatipn when the foundation had 
been once presupposed ; and before they had ridden 
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a mile she was far on in the costume and introduo 
tions of her wedded life, having determined on her 
house in Middlemareh, and foreseen the visits she 
would pay to her husband's high-bred relatives at 
a distance, whose finished manners she could ap- 
propiiate as thoroughly as she had done her school 
accomplishments, preparing herself thus for vaguer 
elevations which might ultimately come. There 
was nothing financial, still less sordid, in her pre- 
visions ; she cared about what were considered re- 
finements, and not about the money that was to 
pay for them. 

Fred’s mind, on the other hand, was busy with 
an anxiety which even his ready hopefulness could 
not immediately quell. He saw no way of eluding 
Featherstone’s stupid demand without incurring con- 
sequences which he liked less even than the task 
of fulfilling it. His father was already out of 
humour with him, and would he still more so if 
he were the occasion of any additional coolness 
between his own family find the Bulstrodes. Then, 
lie himself hated having to go and speak to his 
uncle Bulstrode, and perhaps after drinking wine he 
had said many foolish things about Featherstone’s 
property, and these had been magnified by report, 
i led felt that he made a wretched figure as a fellow 
who bragged about expectations from a queer old 
miser like Featjierstone, and wenf to *beg for cer- 
tificates at his bidding. But— those expectations ! 
He really had them, afid fr he saw no agreeable 
alternative if he gave them up ; besides, he had 
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lately made a debt which galled him extremely, 
and old Featherstone had almost bargained to pay 
it off. The whole affair was miserably small: his 
debts were small, even liis expectations were not 
anything so very magnificent. Fred had known 
men to whom he would have been ashamed of con- 
fessing the smallness of his scrapes. Such rumina- 
tions naturally produced a streak of misanthropic 
bitterness. To be born the son of a Middlemarch 
manufacturer, and inevitable heir to nothing in 
particular, while such men as Maimvaring and 

Vyan certainly life was a poor business, when 

a spirited young fellow, with a good appetite for the 
best of everything, had so poor an outlook. 

It had not occurred to Fred that the introduction 
of Bulstrode’s name in the matter was a fiction of 
old Featherstone’s ; nor could this have made any 
difference to his position. He saw plainly enough 
that the old man wanted to exercise his power by 
tormenting him a little, and also probably to get 
some satisfaction out of soring him on unpleasant 
terms with Bulstrode. Fred fancied that he saw to 
the bottom of his uncle Featherstone’s soul, though 
in reality half what he saw there was no more than 
the reflex of his own inclinations. The difficult 
task of knowing another soul is not for young 
gentlemen whose consciousness is chiefly made up 
of their own t wislfes. 

Fred’s main point of debate witli himself was, 
whether he should tell his father, or try to get 
through the affair without his father’s knowledge. 
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It was probably Mrs Waule who had been talking 
about him ; and if Mary Garth had repeated Mrs 
Waule’s report to Rosamond, it would be sure to 
reach his father, who would as surely question him 
about it. He said to Rosamond, as they slackened 
their pace — 

“ Rosy, did Mary tell you that Mrs Waule had 
said anything about, me V” 

“ Yes, indeed, sin; did.” 

“What?" 

“ That you were veiy unsteady.” 

“ Was that all V ’ 

“ I should think that was enough, Fred.” 

“You are sure she said no more?” 

“ Mary mentioned nothing else. But really, Fred, 
I think you ought to be ashamed.” 

“Oh. fudge! Don't lecture me. What did Mary 
say about it?” 

“ I am not obliged to tell you. You care so very 
mueli what Mary says, and you are too rude to allow 
nit* to speak.” 

“Of course I care what Mary says. She is the 
best, girl 1 know.” 

“T.sltould never have thought she was a girl to 
fall in love with.” 

“ How do you know what men wduld fall in love 
with? Girls never know.” 

“At least, Fred, let me advise* yov^ not to fall in 
love with her, lor she says she would not marry you 
if you asked her.” t 

u She might have waited t till I did ask her.” 
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“ I knew it would nettle you, Fred.’' 

“ Not at all. She would not have said so if you 
had not provoked her.” 

Before reaching home, Fred concluded that lie 
would tell the whole affair as simply as possible 
to his father, who might perhaps take on himself 
the unpleasant business of speaking to Bulstrode. 
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OLD AND YOUNG 




CHAPTER XIII. 


1st Gent. How class your man ?— as belter than the moat. 
Or, seeming better, worse beneath that cloak ? 

As saint or knave, pilgrim or hypocrite? 

2d Gent. Nay, tell me how you class your wealth of books. 
The drifted relics of all time. As well 
Sort them at once by size and livery : 

Vellum, tall copies, and the common calf 
Will hardly cover more diversity 
Than all your labels cunningly devised 
To class your unread authors. 


In consequence of what he had heard from Fred* 
Mr Vincy determined to speak with Mr Bulstrode 
in his private room at the Bank at half- past one, 
when lie was usually free fyna other callers. But 
a visitor had come in at one o’clock, and Mr Bul- 
strode had so much to say to him, that there was 
little chance of the interview being over in half an 
hour. The banker’s speech was fluent, but it was 
also copious, aiVl lie used up an appreciable amount 
of time in brief meditative pauses. Do not imagine 
his sickly aspect t * have been of the yellow, black- 
haired sort: he had a pale blond s£in, thin grey- 
besprinkled brown hair, light-grey eyes, and a large 
forehead. Loud men called his subdued tone an* 
undertone, and sometimes -bnnlipd that it was in- 
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consistent with openness ; though there seems to 
be no reason why a loud man should not be given 
to concealment of anything except his own voice, 
unless it can be shown that Holy Writ has placed 
the seat of candour in the lungs. Mr Bulstrode 
had also a deferential bonding attitude in listening, 
and an apparently fixed attentiveness in his eyes 
which made those persons who thought themselves 
worth hearing infer that lie was seeking the utmost 
impnnement from their discourse. Others, who 
expected to make no great figure, disliked this kind 
of moral Lantern turned on them. If you are not 
proud of your cellar, there is no thrill of satisfaction 
ia seeing your guest hold up his wine-glass to the 
light and look judicial. Such joys are reseived for 
conscious merit. Hence Mr Bulstrode s close atten- 
tion was not agreeable to the publicans and sinners 
in Middlemarch ; it was attributed by some to his 
being a Pharisee, and by others to his being Evan- 
gelical. Less superficial reasoners among them 
wished to know who* his father and grandfather 
were, observing that five-and-twenty years ago no- 
body had ever heard of a Bulstrode in Middlemarch. 
lo his • present visitor, Lydgate, the scrutinising 
look was a matter of indifference : he simply formed 
an unfavourable opinion of the banker's constitution, 
and concluded that lie had an eager inward life with 
little enjoyment of tangible thing*. 

“I shall bo* exceedingly obliged if you will look 
in on me hero occasionally, ^ Mr Lydgate,” the 
banker observed, after a\brief pause. “If, as I 
dare to hope, I have the privilege of finding you a 
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valuable coadjutor in the interesting matter of 
hospital management, there will be many ques- 
tions which we shall need to discuss in private. 
As to the new hospital, which is nearly finished, 
I shall consider what you have said about the 
advantages of the special destination for fevers. 
The decision will rest with me, for though Lord 
Medlicote has given the land and timber for the 
building, he is not disposed to give his personal 
attention to the object.” 

“ There are few things better worth the pains in 
a provincial town like this,” said Lydgate. “A 
fine fever hospital in addition to the old infirmary 
might be the nucleus of a medical school here, 
when once we get our medical reforms ; and what 
would do more for medical education than the spread 
of such schools over the country ? A bom provincial 
man who has a grain of public spirit as well as a few 
ideas, should do what lie can to resist the rush of 
everything that is a little better than common to- 
wards London. Any valid* professional aims may 
often find a freer, if not a richer field, in the pro- 
vinces.” 

One of Lydgate’s gifts was a voioo habitually 
deep and sonorous, yet capable of becoming very 
low and gentle^ at the right moment. About his 
ordinary bearing there was a certain fling, a fear- 
less expectation of success, a confidence in his own 
powers and integrity much fortified by contempt for 
petty obstacles or seductions of which he had had 
no experience. But this, proud openness was made 
lovable by an expression of unaffected good-will. 
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Mr Bnlstrode perhaps liked him the better for the 
difference between them in pitch and manners ; he 
certainly liked him the better, as Rosamond did, for 
being a stranger in Middlemarch. One can begin 
so many things with a new person! — even begin to 
be a better man. 

“I shall rejoice to furnish your zeal with fuller 
opportunities,” Mr Bnlstrode answered ; “ I mean, 
by confiding to you the superintendence of my new 
hospital, should a maturer knowledge favour that 
issue, for I am determined that so great an object 
shall not he shackled by our two physicians. In- 
deed; I am encouraged to consider your advent to 
this town as a gracious indication that a more mani- 
fest blessing is now to bo awarded to my efforts, which 
have hitherto been much withstood. With regard 
i*o the old infirmary, we have gained the initial point 
— I mean your election. And now I hope you will 
not shrink from incurring a certain amount of jeal- 
ousy and dislike from your professional brethren by 
presenting yourself as a reformer.” 

u I will not profess bravery,” said Lydgate, smil- 
ing, “but I acknowledge a good deal of pleasure in 
fighting, and I should not care for my profession, if 
I did not believe that better methods were to be 
found and enforced there as well/? as everywhere 
else.” ‘ 

“ The standard of that professjpn is low in Middle- 
march, my de^r sir,” said the banker. u 1 mean in 
knowledge and skill; jiot in social status, for our 
medical men are most of them connected with re- 
spectable townspeople here. My own imperfect 



BOOK II. OLD AND YOUNG. 


189 


health has induced me to give some attention to 
those palliative resources which the divine mercy 
has placed within our reach. I have consulted 
eminent men in the metropolis, and I am painfully 
aware of the backwardness under which medical 
treatment labours in our provincial districts.” 

“ Yes ; — with our present medical rules and educa- 
tion, one must bo satisfied now and then to meet 
with a fair practitioner. As to all the higher ques- 
tions which determine the starting-point of a diag- 
nosis — as to the philosophy of medical evidence — 
any glimmering of these can only come from a 
scientific culture of which country practitioners 
have usually no more notion than the man in the 
moon.” 

Mr Bulstrode, bending and looking intently, found 
the form which Lydgate had given to his agreement 
not quite suited to his comprehension. Under such 
circumstances a judicious man changes the topic and 
enters on ground where his own gifts may bo more 
useful. 

“I am aware,” he said, “that the peculiar bias of 
medical ability is towards material means. Never- 
theless, Mr Lydgate, I hope we shall not* vary in 
sentiment as to a measure in which you are not 
likely to be actively concerned, but in which your 
sympathetic concurrence may be an aid to me. You 
recognise, I hgpe, die existence of spiritual interests 
in your patients?” 

“ Certainly I do. But ‘those words are apt to 
cover different meanings, to different minds.” 

“ Precisely. And on such subjects wrong teach- 

VOL. L G 
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ing is as fatal as no teaching. Now a point which 
I have much at heart to secure is a new regulation 
as to clerical attendance at the old infirmary. The 
building stands in Mr Farebrother’s parish. You 
know Mr Farebrother ? ” 

“ I have seen him. He gave me his vote. I must 
call to thank him. He seems a very bright pleasant 
little fellow. And I understand lie is a naturalist.” 

“Mr Farebrother, my dear sir, is a man deeply 
painful to contemplate. I suppose there is not a 
clergyman in this country who has greater talents.” 
Mr Bulstrode paused and looked meditative*. 

•“I have not yet been pained by finding any 
excessive talent in Middlemarch,” said Lydgate, 
bluntly. 

“What I desire,” Mr Bulstrode continued, look- 
ing still more seiious, “is that Mr Farehro tlier’s 
attendance at the hospital should be superseded 
by the appointment of a chaplain — of Mr Tyke, in 
fact — and that no other spiritual aid should be 
called in.” 

“As a medical man 1 could have no opinion on 
such a point unless I knew Mr Tyke, and even 
then i should require to know the cases in which he 
was applied.” Lydgate smiled, but he was bent on 
being circumspect* 

“ Of course you cannot enter fully into the 
merits of this measure at present. But” — here Mr 
Bulstrode began to speak with a more chiselled 
emphasis — “the subject is likely to be referred to 
the medical board of the infirmary, and what I trust 
I may ask of you is, that in virtue of the co-operatiou 
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between us which I now look forward to, you will 
not, so far as you are concerned, be influenced by my 
opponents in this matter.” 

“ I hope I shall have nothing to do with clerical 
disputes,” said Lydgate. “ The path I have chosen 
is to work well in my own profession.” 

“My responsibility, Mr Lydgate, is of a broader 
kind. With mo, indeed, this question is one of 
sacred accountableness ; whereas with my oppon- 
ents, I have good reason to say that it is an occa- 
sion for gratifying a spirit of worldly opposition. 
But I shall not therefore drop one iota of my con- 
victions, or cease to identify myself with that truth 
which an evil generation hates. I have devoted 
myself to this object of hospital-improvement, but I 
will boldly confess to you, Mr Lydgate, that I should 
Live no interest in hospitals if I believed that noth- 
ing more was concerned therein than the cure of 
mortal diseases. I have another ground of action, 
and in the face of persecution I will not conceal it.” 

Mr Bulstrode’s voice had Become a loud and agi- 
tated whisper as he said the last words. 

“There we certainly differ,” said Lydgate. But 
he was not sorry that the door was now opened, and 
Mr Vincy was announced. That florid sociable per- 
sonage was becJmo more interesting to him since he 
had seen liosamond. Not that, like her, he had been 
weaving any future* in which their lotg were united ; 
but a man naturally remembers a charming girl with 
pleasure, and is wiljing tp Sine where he may see 
her again. Before he kook leave, Mr Vincy had 
given that invitation which he had been “in no 
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harry about,” for Rosamond at breakfast had men- 
tioned that she thought her uncle Featherstone had 
taken the new doctor into great favour. 

Mr I3ul strode, alone with liis brother - in - law, 
poured himself out a glass of water, and opened a 
sandwich-box. 

“ [ cannot persuade you to adopt my regimen, 
Viney ? ” 

.‘‘No, no; I’ve no opinion of that system. Lifo 
wants padding,” said Mr Viney. unable to omit his 
portable theory. “However,” he went on, accenting 
the word, as if to dismiss all irrelevance, what I 
came* here to talk aboul was a little aflair of my 
young scapegrace, Fred's.” 

u That is a subject on which you and I are likely 
to take quite as different views as on diet, Vincv.” 

“ 1 hope not this time.” (Mr Vincv was resolved 
to he good-humoured.) “ The. fact is, it’s about a 
whim of old Fca the rst one's. Somebody has been 
cooking up a story out of spite, and telling it to the 
old man, to try to set «him against Fred. He’s very 
fond of Fred, and is likely to do something hand- 
some for him ; indeed he has as good as told Fred 
that he* means to leave him his land, and that makes 
other people jealous.” 

“Viney, 1 must repeat, that you {will not get any 
concurrence from me as to the course you have pur- 
sued with y^ur eldest son. It w;js entirely from 
worldly vanity that you destined him for the Church : 
with a family of three* sons an$ four daughters, you 
were not warranted in demoting money to an expen- 
sive education which has succeeded in nothing but 
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in giving him extravagant idle habits. You are now 
reaping the consequences.” 

To point out other people’s errors was a duty that 
Mr Bulstrode rarely shrank from, but Mr Vincy was 
not equally prepared to be patient. When a man 
lias the immediate prospect of being mayor, and is 
ready, in the interests of commerce, to take up a firm 
attitude on polities generally, he lias naturally a 
sense of his importance to the framework of things 
which seems to throw questions of private conduct 
into the background. And this particular reproof 
irritated him more than any other. Jt was eminently 
superfluous to him to be told that he was reaping 
the consequences. But he felt his neck under Bui- 
strode’s yoke; and though he usually enjoyed kick- 
ing, he was anxious to refrain from that relief. 

“As to that, Bulstrode, it’s no use going back. 
I’m not one of your pattern men, and I don’t pre- 
tend to be. I couldn’t foresee everything in the 
trade ; there wasn’t a finer business in Middlemarch 
than ours, and the lad was clever. My poor brother 
was in the Church, and would have done well — had 
got preferment already, but that stomach fev.er took 
him off : else he might have been a dean by this 
time. I think I>*Avas justified in what I tried to do 
for Fred. If ycA come to religion, it seems to me 
a man shouldn’t *waijt to carve out his meat to an 
ounce beforehanfl : — one must trust a •little to Pro- 
vidence and be generous. It’s # a good British feeling 
to try and raise your* family a little : in my opinion, 
it’s a father’s duty to give*his sons a fine chance.” 

“ I don’t wish to act otherwise than as your best 
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friend, Vincy, when I say that what you have been 
uttering just now is one mass of worldliness and 
inconsistent folly. ’ ’ 

* “Very well,” said Mr Vincy, kicking in spite of 
resolutions, “ 1 never professed to be anything but 
ivorldly ; and, what’s more, I don’t see anybody else 
who is not worldly. 1 suppose you don’t conduct 
business on what you call unworldly principles. Tho 
only difference I see is that one worldliness is a little 
bit honester than another.” 

“ This kind of discussion is unfruitful, Vincy,” 
said Mr Bulstrode, who, finishing his sandwich, had 
thrown himself back in his chair, and shaded his 
eyes as if weary. “ You had some more particular 
business.” 

“Yes, yes. Tho long and short of it is, some- 
body has told old Featherstone, giving you as the 
authority, that Fred has been borrowing or trying 
to borrow money on the prospect of his land. Of 
course you never said any such nonsense. But 
the old fellow will insist on it that Fred should 
bring him a denial in your handwriting; that is, 
just a bit of a note saying you don’t believe a word 
of such stuff, either of his having borrowed or tried 
to borrow in such a fool’s way. I ^uppose you can 
have no objection to do that.” 

“ Pardon me. 1 have an objection. I am by no 
means sure 4hat your son, in his fecklessness and 
ignorance — I will use no severer word — has not 
tried to raise money by holding out his future pros- 
pects, or even that some one may not have been 
foolish enough to supply him on so vague a pre- 
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sumption: there is plenty of such lax money-lend- 
ing as of other folly in the world.” 

“ But Fred gives me his honour that he has never 
borrowed money on the pretence of any understand- 
ing about his uncle’s land. He is not a liar. I 
don’t want to make him better than he is. 1 have 
blown him up well — nobody can say I wink at what 
he does. But he is not a liar. And I should have 
thought — but I may be wrong — that there was no 
religion to hinder a man from believing the best of 
a young fellow, when you don’t know worse. It 
seems to me it would bo a poor sort of religion to 
put a spoke in his wheel by refusing to say you 
don’t believe such harm of him as you’ve got no 
good reason to believe.” 

“ I am not at all sure that I should be befriending 
your son by smoothing his way to the future pos- 
session of Featherstone’s property. I cannot regard 
wealth as a blessing to those who use it simply as 
a harvest for this world. You do not like to hear 
these things, Vincy, but on this occasion I feel called 
upon to tell you that I have no motive for further- 
ing such a disposition of property as that which you 
refer to. I do not shrink from saying that it will 
not tend to yojir son’s eternal welfare or to the glory 
of God. WhyJthen should you expect me to pen 
this kind of affidavit, which has no object but to 
keep up a foolish* partiality and secure a foolish 
bequest ? ” 

“ If you mean tq hinder ^everybody from having 
money but saints and evangelists, you must give 
up some profitable partnerships, that’s all I can say, 11 
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Mr Vincy burst out very bluntly. “ It may be for 
tlio glory of God, but it is not for the glory of the 
Middlemarch trade, that Plymdale’s house uses those 
blue and green dyes it gets from the Brassing manu- 
factory : tlmy rot the silk, that’s all I know about it. 
Perhaps if other people knew so much of the profit 
went to the glory of God, they might like it better. 
But T don’t mind so much about that — I could get 
up a pretty row, if 1 chose.” 

Mr Bulstrode paused a lit t B before he answered. 

K You pain me very much by speaking in this way, 

Vincy. 1 do not expect you to understand my 

grounds of action — it is not an easy thing even 

to thread a path for principles in the intricacies of 

the world still less to make the thread clear for 

the careless and the scoffing. You must remember, 

if you please, that I stretch my tolerance towards 

you as my wife’s brother, and that it little becomes 

you to complain of me as withholding material help 

towards the worldly position of your family. I must 

lemind you that, it is not your own prudence or 

judgment that lias enabled you to keep your place 

in the trade.” 

* 

Veiy likely not • but you have boon no loser by 
my tiade yet, said Mr \ inoy, tlwyouglilv nettled 
(a result which was seldom much retarded by previ- 
ous resolutions). “ And when you Jiarried Harriet, 
I don’t see hojv you could expect that, our families 
should not hang by the same nail. If you’ve changed 
your mind, and want my fondly .to come down in the 
world, you’d better say gb. IVe never changed: 
I’m a plain Churchman now, just as I used to be 
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before doctrines came up. I take the world as I 
find it, in trade and everything else. I’m contented 
to be no worse than my neighbours. But if you want 
us to come down in the world, say so. I shall know 
better what to do then.” 

“You talk unreasonably. Shall you come down 
in the world for want of this letter about your son?” 

“ Well, whether or not, I consider it very unhand- 
some of you to refuse it. Such doings may be lined 
with religion, but outside they have a nasty, dog- 
in-the-manger look. You might as well slander 
Fred : it comes pretty near to it when you refuse 
to say you didn't set a slander going. H’s this sort 
of thing — this tyrannical spirit, wanting to play 
bishop and banker everywhere — it’s this sort of 
thing makes a man’s name stink.” 

“ Vincy, if you insist on quarrelling with me, it 
will bo exceedingly painful to Harriet as well as 
myself,” said Mr Bulstrode, with a trifle more eager- 
ness and paleness than usual. 

“I don’t want to quarrel. *It’s for my interest — 
and perhaps for yours too — that we should be friends. 
I bear you no grudge ; I think no worse of you than 
I do of other people. A man who half starves liim- 
self, and goes ijtie length in family prayers, and so 
on, that you do,)believes in his religion whatever it 
may be : you cluld turn over your capital just as 
fast with cursing an*d swearing : — plenty of fellows 
do. You like to be master, there’s no denying that ; 
you must be first chop in, heaven, else you won’t 
like it much. But you’re f my sister’s husband, and 
we ought to stick together 5 and if I know Harriet, 
VOL. L G 2 
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she’ll consider it your fault if we quarrel because 
you strain at a gnat in this way,. and refuse to do 
Fred a good turn. And I don’t mean to say I shall 
bear it well. I consider it unhandsome.” 

Mr Vincy rose, began to button his greatcoat, and 
looked steadily at his brother-in-law, meaning to im- 
ply a demand for a decisive answer. 

This was not the first time that Mr Bulstrode had 
begun by admonishing Mr Vincy, and had ended 
by seeing a very unsatisfactory reflection of himself 
in the eoaise unflattering mirror which that manu- 
facturer’s mind presented to the subtler lights and 
shadows of his fellow-men ; and perhaps his experi- 
ence ought to have warned him how the scene would 
end. But a full-fed fountain will be generous with 
its waters even in the rain, when they are worse 
than useless ; and a fine fount of admonition is apt 
to be equally irrepressible. 

It was not in Mr Bulstrode’s nature to comply 
directly in consequence of uncomfortable suggestions. 
Before changing bis •course, be always needed to 
shape his motives and bring them into accordance 
with his habitual standard. He said, at last — 

“ I will reflect a little, Vincy. I will mention the 
subject to Harriet. I shall probably send you a 
letter.” 

u Very well. As soon as you caij, please. I hope 
it will all be € settled before I se?» yov to-morrow.” 
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Follows here the strict receipt 
For that sauce to dainty meat. 

Named Idleness, which many eat 
By preference, and call it sweet : 

First match for morsels, like a hound. 
Mix well with buffets, stir them round 
lf r i th qood thick oil of flatteries, 

And froth v:ith mean self laudirttj firs 
Serve warm : the vessels you must choose 
To keep it in are deatl men's shoes ” 


Mu Bulstrode's consultation of Harriot seemed to 
have had the effect desired by Mr Vincy, for early 
the next morning a letter came which Fred could 
carry to Mr Featherstono as the required testimony. 

The old gentleman was staying in bed on ac- 
count of the cold weather, and as Mary Garth was 
not to be seen in the sitting-room, Fred went 
up -stairs immediately and presented the letter to 
his uncle, who, propped up comfortably on a bed- 
rest, was not hiss able than usual to enjoy his 
consciousness o3 wisdom in distrusting and frus- 
trating mankind. He put on his spectacles to 
read the letter, pursing up his lips and drawing 
down their corners. 

u Under the circumstances I will not decline to state 
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my conviction — tchah ! wl^at fine words the fellow 
puts ! He’s as fine as an auctioneer — that your son 
Frederic has not obtained any advance of money on 
bequests promised by Mr Featherstone — promised? 
who said I had ever promised ? I promise nothing 1 
— I shall make codicils as long as 1 like — and that 
considering the nature of such a proceeding , it is 
unreasonable to presume that a young man of sense 
and character would attempt it — ah, but the gentle- 
man doesn’t say you are a young man of sense and 
character, mark you that, sir! — ‘ As to my own concern 
with any report of such a nature , 1 distinctly affirm 
that I never' made any statement to the effect that your 
son had borrowed money on any property that might 
accrue to him on Afr Featherstone' s demise' — bless 
my heart! ‘property’ — accrue - demise! Lawyer 
Standish is nothing to him. He couldn’t speak finer 
if he wanted to borrow. Well,” Mr Featherstone 
here looked over his spectacles at Fred, while he 
handed back the letter to him with a contemptuous 
gesture, “you don’t* suppose I believe a tiling 
because Bui strode writes it out fine, eh?” 

Fred coloured. u You wished to have the letter, 
sir. * I* should think it very likely that Mr Bulstrode’s 
denial is as good as the authority # which told you 
what he denies.” 

“ Every bit. I never said I believed either one 
or the other. And now what* d’y<*u expect ? ” said 
.Mr Featherstone, curtly, keeping on his spectacles, 
but withdrawing his ha^ds Hinder his wraps. 

“I expect nothing, sir." Fred with difficulty 
restrained himself from venting his irritation. “I 
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came to bring yon the letter. If yon like 1 will 
bid yon good morning.” 

“ Not yet, not yet. Ring the bell ; I want missy 
to come.” 

It was a servant who came in answer to the 
bell. 

“ Tell missy to come ! ” said Mr Featherstone, 
impatiently. “ What business had she to go away ? ” 
He spoke in the same tone when Mary came. 

“ Why couldn’t you sit still here till I told you to 
go ? I want my waistcoat now. I told you always 
to put it on the bed.” 

Mary’s eyes looked rather red, as if she had been 
crying. It was clear that Mr Featherstone was in 
one of his most snappish humours this morning, and 
though Fred had now the prospect of receiving the 
much-needed present of money, he would have pre- 
ferred being free to turn round on the old tyrant 
and tell him that Mary Garth was too good to be at 
his beck. Though Fred had risen as she entered 
the room, she had barely noticed him, and looked as 
if her nerves were quivering with the expectation 
that something would be thrown at her. But she 
never had any tiling worse than words to* dread. 
When she went to reach the waistcoat from a peg, 
Fred went up toiler and said, “ Allow me.” 

“Let it aloneil You bring it, missy, and lay it 
down here,” sai4 M* Featherstone. “Now you go 
away again till I call you,” he added, wTien the waist- 
coat was laid down b^r him. *It was usual with him 
to season his pleasure in showing favour to one per- 
son by being especially disagreeable to another, and 
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Mary was always at hand Jo furnish the condiment. 
When his own relatives came she was treated better. 
Slowly he took out a bunch of keys from the waist- 
coat-pocket, and slowly he drew forth a tin box 
which was under the bed-clothes. 

u You expect I am going to give you a little 
fortune, eh V ” he said, looking above his spectacles 
and pausing in the act of opening the lid. 

“Not at all, sir. You were good enough to speak 
of making me a present the other day, else, of 
course, 1 should not have thought of the matter.” 
lint Fred was of a hopeful disposition, and a vision 
had presented itself of a sum just large enough to 
deliver him from a certain anxiety. When Fred got 
into debt, it always seemed to him highly probable 
that something or other — he did not necessarily 
conceive what — would come to pass enabling him to 
pay in due time. And now that the. providential 
occurrence was apparently close at hand, it would 
have been sheer absurdity to think that the supply 
would be short of the need : as absurd as a faith 
that believed in half a miracle for want of strength 
to believe in a whole oho. 

The deep-veined hands lingered many bank-notes 
one after the other, laying them down flat again, 
while Fred leaned back in his cl/air, scorning to 
look eager. He held himself to Mj a gentleman at 
heart, and did not like courting*an ojd fellow for his 
money. At last, Mr Featlierstone eyed him again 
over his spectacles arid presented him with a little 
sheaf of notes : Fred could see distinctly that there 
were but five, as the less significant edges gaped 
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towards him. But then, each might mean fifty 
pounds. He took them, ‘saying — 

“ I am very much obliged to you, sir,” and was 
going to roll them up without seeming to think of 
their value. But this did not suit Mr Featherstone, 
who was eyeing him intently. 

“ Come, don’t you think it worth your while to 
-count ’em ? You take money like a lord ; I suppose 
you lose it like one.’’ 

“ I thought I was not to look a gift-horse in the 
mouth, sir. But I shall be very happy to count 
them.” 

Fred was not so happy, however, after he had 
counted them. For they actually presented the 
absurdity of being less than his hopefulness had 
decided that they must be. What can the fitness 
of things mean, if not their fitness to a man’s ex- 
pectations V Failing this, absurdity and atheism 
gape behind him. The collapse for Fred was 
severe when he found that he held no more than 
five twenties, and his share yi the higher education 
of this country did not seem to help him. Never- 
theless he said, with rapid changes in his fair com- 
plexion — 

“ It is very handsome of you, sir.” 

“ I should think it is,” said Mr Featherstone, 
locking his bo^ and replacing it, Then taking off his 
spectacles deliberately, • and at length, as if his in- 
ward meditation had more deeply convinced him, 
repeating, “ I should think it, is handsome.” 

u I assure you, sir* I am* very grateful,” said Fred, 
who had had time to recover his cheerful air. 
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“ So you ought to be. You want to cut a figure, 
in the world, and I reckbn Peter Featherstone is 
the only one you’ve got to trust to.” Here the old 
man’s eyes gleamed with a curiously-mingled satis- 
faction in the consciousness that this smart young 
fellow relied upon him, and that the smart young 
fellow was rather a fool for doing so. 

“Yes, indeed : I was not bom to very splendid- 
chances. Few men have been more cramped than 
I have been/’ said Fred, with some sense of sur- 
prise at his own virtue, considering how hardly he 
was dealt with. “It really seems a little too bad 
to have to ride a broken -winded hunter, and see 
men, who are not half such good judges as yourself, 
able to throw away any amount of money on buy- 
ing bad bargains.” 

“ Well, you can buy yourself a fine hunter now. 
Eighty pound is enough for that, I reckon — and 
you’ll have twenty pound over to get yourself out 
of any little scrape,” said Mr Featherstone, chuck- 
ling slightly. 

u You are very good, sir,” said Fred, with a fine 
sense of contrast between the words and his feeling. 

“ Ay, a-ather a better uncle than your fine uncle 
Bui strode. You won’t get much out of his spekila- 
tions, I think. He’s got a pretty* strong string 
round your father’s leg, by what A hear, eh?” 

“My father never tells me $nytfiing about his 
affairs, sir.” r 

“Well, he shows s<*me sense there. But other 
people find ’em out without # his telling. He'll 
never have much to leave you : he’ll most-like die 
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without a will — he’s the sort of man to do it — let 
’em make him mayor of Middlemarch as much as 
they like. But you won’t get much by his dying 
without a will, though you are the eldest son.” 

Fred thought that Mr Featherstone had never 
been so disagreeable before. True, he had never 
before given him quite so much money at once. 

“ Shall I destroy this letter of Mr Bulstrode’s, 
sir?” said Fred, rising with the letter as if he 
would put it in the tire. 

“ Ay, ay, I don’t want it. It’s worth no money 
to me.” 

Fred carried the letter to the fire, and thrust the 
poker through it with much zest. He longed to 
get out of the room, but lie was a little ashamed 
before his inner self, as well as before his uncle, to 
run away immediately after pocketing the money. 
Presently, the farm-bailiff came up to give his mas- 
ter a report, and Fred, to his unspeakable relief, 
was dismissed with the injunction to come again 
soon. 

He had longed not only to be set free from his 
uncle, but also to find Mary G-arth. She was now 
in her usual place by the fire, with sewing in her 
hands and a book open on the little table by her 
side. Her eyelids had lost some of their redness 
now, and she .had her usual air of self-command. 

“Am I waited jUp-st airs ?” she said, half rising 
as Fred entefed. 

“ No ; I am only dismissed, because Simmons is 
gone up.” 

Mary sat down again, and resumed her work. 
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She was certainly treating him with more indiffer* 
ence than usual : she did not know how affection* 
ately indignant he had felt on her behalf up-stairs. 

n May 1 stay here a little, Mary, or shall I bore 
you?” 

“ Pray sit down,” said Mary ; u you will not be 
so heavy a bore as Mr John Waule, who was here 
yesterday, and ho sat down without asking my 
leave.” 

Poor fellow ! I think ho is in love with you.” 

“ I am not aware of it. And to me it is one of 
the most odious things in a girl's life, that there 
must always be some supposition of falling in love 
coming between her and any man who is kind to 
her, and to whom she is grateful. I should have 
thought that I, at least, might have been safe from 
all that. I have no ground for the nonsensical 
vanity of fancying everybody who comes near mo 
is in love with me.” 

Mary did not mean to betray any feeling, but in 
spite of herself she ended in a tremulous tone of 
vexation, 

“ Confound John Waule ! I did not mean to make 
you angry. I didn't know you had any reason for 
being grateful to him. I forgot what a great service 
you think it if any one snuffs a caudle for you." 
Fred also had his pride, and was notWoing to show 
that he knew what had called fo^th tiiis outburst of 
Mary’s. 

“Oh, I am not angry^ except with the ways of 
the world. I do like to. spoken to as if I had 
common-sense. I really often feel as if I could 
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understand a little more than I ever hear even from 
young gentlemen who have been to college.” Mary 
had recovered, and she spoke with a suppressed 
rippling under-current of laughter pleasant to hear. 

“ I don’t care how merry you are at my expense 
this morning,” said Fred, “ I thought you looked so 
sad when you came up-stairs. It is a shame you 
should stay here to be bullied in that way.” 

“Oh, I have an easy life — by comparison. I 
have tried being a teacher, and I am not .fit for 
that : my mind is too fond of wandering on its own 
way. I think any hardship is better than pretend- 
ing to do what one is paid for, and never really 
doing it. Everything here I can do as well as any 
one else could ; perhaps better than some — Rosy, 
for example. Though she is just the sort of beau- 
tiful creature that is imprisoned with ogres in fairy 
tales.” 

“ Rosy ! ” cried Fred, in a tone of profound 
brotherly scepticism. 

“ Come, Fred ! ” said Mary, emphatically ; u you 
have no right to be so critical.” 

“Do you mean anything particular — just now?” 

“ No, I mean something general — always” 

“ Oh, that I am idle and extravagant. Well, I 
am not fit td be a poor man. I should not have 
made a bad fellow if I had been rich.” 

“ You woiyd h;*ve done your duty in that state 
of life to which it has not pleased ®od to call you,” 
said Mary, laughing. 

“ Well, I couldh't do* my duty as a clergyman, 
any more than you could do yours as a governess. 
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Yoa ought to have a little fellow-feeling there, 
Mary.” 

“ I never said you ought to be a clergyman. 
There are other sorts of work. It seems to me 
very miserable not to resolve on some course and 
act accordingly.” 

“ So I could, if- ” Fred broke off, and stood 

up, leaning against the mantelpiece. 

“ If you were sure you should not have a fortune ? ” 

“ I did not say that. You want to quarrel with 
me. It is too bad of you to be guided by what 
other people say about me.” 

“ How can 1 want to quarrel with you ? I should 
be quarrelling with all my now books,” said Mary, 
lifting the volume on the table. “However naughty 
you may be to other people, you are good to me.” 

“ Because 1 like you better than any one else. 
But I know you despise me.” 

“ Yes, I do- -a little,” said Mary, nodding, with a 
smile. 

“You would admire % a stupendous fellow, who 
would have wise opinions about everything.” 

“ Yes, l should.” Mary was sewing swiftly, and 
seemed' prpvokingly mistress of the situation. When 
a conversation lias taken a wrong turn for us, we 
only get farther and farther into tlio swamp of 
awkwardness. This was what Fred Vincy felt. 

“ I suppose a woman is never ](we with any 
one she has alVays known — ever since she can 
remember; as a man of^n is. It is always some 
new fellow who strikes a £irl,” * 

“ Let me see,” said Mary, the corners of her 
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month curling archly;. “I must go back on my 
experience. There is Juliet — she seems an example 
of what you say. But then Ophelia had probably 
known Hamlet a long while ; and Brenda Troil — 
she had known Mordaunt Merton ever since they 
were children ; but then ho seems to have been 
an* estimable young man; and Minna was still 
more deeply in love with Cleveland, who was a 
stranger. Waverley was new to Flora Maclvor ; 
but then she did not fall in love with him. And 
there are Olivia and Sophia Primrose, and Corinne 
— they may be said to have fallen in love with 
new men. Altogether, my experience is rather 
mixed.” 

Mary looked up with some roguishness at Fred, 
and that look of hers was very dear to him, though 
the eyes were nothing more than clear windows 
where observation sate laughingly. He was cer- 
tainly an affectionate fellow, and as he had grown 
from boy to man, lie had grown in love with his old 
playmate, notwithstanding that share in the higher 
education of the country which had exalted his 
views of rank and income. 

“When a man is not loved, it is no use for him 
to say that he could be a better fellow — could do 
anything — I mean, if lie were sure of being loved 
in return.” >? 

il Not of tjle l<5ast use in the world for him to 
say he coaid be better. Might, coRld, would — they 
are contemptible auxiliaries.” 

“ I don’t see how a man is to be good for much 
unless he has some one woman to love him dearly.” 
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“ I think the goodness should come before he 
expects that.” 

“ You know better, Mary. Women don’t love 
men for their goodness.” 

“ Perhaps not. But if they love them, they 
never think them bad.” 

“ It is hardly fair to say I am bad.” 

“ I said nothing at all about you.” 

“ I never sliall be good for anything, Mary, if 
you will not say that you love me — if you will not 
promise to marry me — I mean, when I am able to 
marry.” 

“ If T did love you, I would not marry you : I 
would certainly not promise ever to marry you.” 

“ I think that is quite wicked, Mary. If you love 
me, you ought to promise to marry me.” 

“ On the contrary, 1 think it would he wicked in 
me to marry you even if I did love you.” 

“You mean, just as I am, without any means of 
maintaining a wife. Of course : I am but three-and- 
twenty.” 

“ In that last point you will alter. But I am not 
sr) sure of any other alteration. My father says an 
idle man ought not. to exist, much less, he married.” 

“ Then I am to blow my brains out ?” 

“ No ; on the whole I should think you would do 
better to pass your examination. I lmve heard Mr 
Farebr other say it is disgracefull v*eas^ ” 

“ That is all very fine. Anything is easy to him. 
Not that cleverness has Anything to do with it. I 
am ten times cleverer than many men who pass.” 

“ Dear me ! ” said Mary, unable to repress her 
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sarcasm; “that accounts for the curates like* Mr 
Crowse. Divide your cleverness by ten, and the 
quotient — dear me ! — is able to take a degree. But 
that only shows you are ten times more idle than 
the others. 7 ’ 

“Well, if I did pass, you would not want me to 
go into the Church?” 

“That is not the question — what I want you to 
do. You have a conscience of your own, I suppose. 
There ! there is Mr Lydgate. I must go and tell 
my uncle.” 

“ Mary , 77 said Fred, seizing her hand as she rose ; 
“if you will not give me some encouragement, I 
shall get worse instead of better . 77 

“ I will not give you any encouragement,” said 
Mary, reddening. “ Your friends would dislike it, 
and so would mine. My father would think it a dis- 
grace to me if I accepted a man who got into debt, 
and would not work ! 77 

Fred was stung, and released her hand. She 
walked to the door, but there she turned and said : 
“ Fred, you have always been so good, so generous 
to me. I am not ungrateful. But never speak to 
me in that way again . 77 • » 

“ Very welj , 77 said Fred, sulkily, taking up his hat 
and whip. His complexion showed patches of pale 
pink and deed white. Like many a plucked idle 
young gentleman , 9 he was thoroughly in love, and 
with a plain girl, who had no money ! But having 
Mr Featherstone 7 s t land in the background, and a per- 
suasion that, let Mary say what she would, she really 
did care for him, Fred was not utterly in despair 
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When he got home, he gave four of the twenties 
to his mother, asking her to keep them for him. u I 
don’t want to spend that money, mother. I want 
it to pay a debt with. So keep it safe away from 
my fingers.” 

“ Bless you, my dear,” said Mrs Vincy. She 
doated on her eldest son and her youngest girl (a 
child of six), whom others thought her two naughti- 
est children. The mother’s eyes are not always 
deceived in their partiality : she at least can best 
judge who is the tender, filial-hearted ehild. And 
Fred was certainly very fond of his mother. Per- 
haps it was liis fondness for another person also that 
made him particularly anxious to take some security 
against his own liability to spend the hundred 
pounds. For the creditor to whom lie owed a hun- 
dred and sixty held a firmer security in the shape of 
a bill signed by Mary’s father. 
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■ Black eyes you have left, jou say, 
Blue eyes fail to diaw \<>u . 

Yet you seem moo* i.iot to day, 
Than ot old we saw you. 

Oh I track the fairest fair 
Through new liaunts of pleasure , 

Footprints here and echoes there 
Guide me to my treasure : 

Lo ! she turns —immortal youth 
Wrought to mortal s’atmv, 

Fresh as starlight’s aged truth — 
M.uiy-namtkl Nature ! ’ 


A great historian, as he insisted on calling himself, 
who had the happiness to b» dead a hundred and 
twenty years ago, anti so to take his place among 
the colossi whose huge logs our living pettiness is 
observed to walk under, glories in his copious re- 
marks and digressions as the least imitablo part of 
his work, and especially in those initial chapters to 
the successive books of his history, where he seems 
to bring his atjln-chftir to the proscenium and chat 
with us in all the lusty ease of his fine English. 
But Fielding lived when th* days were longer (for 
time, like money, is measured by our needs), when 
summer afternoons were spacious, and the clock ticked 
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slowly in the winter evenings. We belated histori- 
ans must not linger after his example ; and if we did 
so, it is probable that our chat would be thin and 
eager, as if delivered from a camp-stool in a parrot- 
house. I at least have so much to do in unravelling 
certain human lots, and seeing how they were woven 
and interwoven, that all the light I can command 
must be concentrated on this particular web, and 
not dispersed over that tempting range of relevancies 
called the universe. 

At present I havo to make the new settler Lyd- 
gate better known to any one interested in him than 
he could possibly be even to those who had seen the 
most of him since his arrival in Middlemarch. For 
surely all must admit that a man may be puffed and 
belauded, envied, ridiculed, counted upon as a tool 
and fallen in love with, or at least selected as a 
future husband, and yet remain virtually unknown 
— known merely as a cluster of signs for his neigh- 
bours’ false suppositions. There was a general im- 
pression, however, that Lydgate was not altogether 
a common country doctor, and in Middlemarch at 
that time such an impression was significant of 
great things being expected from him. For every- 
body’s family doctor was remarkably clever, and was 
understood to have immeasurable skill in the man- 
agement and training of the most skittish or vicious 
diseases. The evidence of his cleverness was of the 
higher intuitive order, lying in his lady -patients’ 
immovable convictionpand was unassailable by any 
objection except that their intuitions were opposed 
by others equally strong ; each lady who saw medi- 
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cal truth in Wrench and “ the strengthening treat- 
ment ” regarding Toller and “ the lowering system ” 
as medical perdition. For the heroic times of 
copious bleeding and blistering had not yet de- 
parted, still less the times of thorough-going theory, 
when disease in general was called by some bad 
name, and treated accordingly without shilly-shally 
— as if, for example, it were to be called insurrec- 
tion, which must not be fired on with blank -car- 
tridge, but have its blood drawn at once. The 
strengthened and the lowercrs were all “clever” men 
in somebody’s opinion, which is really as much as 
can be said for any living talents. Nobody’s ima- 
gination had gone so far as to conjecture that Mr 
Lydgate could know as much as Dr Sprague and Dr 
Minchin, the two physicians, who alone could offer 
any hope when danger was extreme, and when 
the smallest hope was worth a guinea. Still, I 
repeat, there was a general impression that Lydgate 
was something rather more uncommon than any gen- 
eral practitioner in Middlemai'ch. And this was true. 
He was but seven -and -twenty, an age at which 
many men are not rpiite common — at which they 
are hopeful of achievement, resolute in avoidance, 
thinking that* Mammon shall never put a bit in 
their mouths and get astride their backs, but rather 
that Mammon^ if they have anything to do with 
him, shall drriv their chariot. 

He had been left an orphan when he was fresh 
from a public schopl. His* lather, a military man, 
had made but little provision for three children, and 
when the boy Tertius asked to have a medical edu- 
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cation, it seemed easier to his guardians to grant his 
request by apprenticing him to a country practi- 
tioner than to make any objections on the score of 
family dignity. He was one of the rarer lads who 
early get a decided bent and make up their minds 
that there is something particular in life which they 
would like to do for its own sake, and not because 
their fui hers did it. Most of us who turn to any 
subject with love remember some morning or even- 
ing hour when we got on a high stool to reach 
down an untried volume, or sat with parted lips 
listening to a new talker, or for very lack of books 
began to listen to the voices within, as the first 
traceable beginning of our love. Something of that 
sort happened to Lydgate, lie was a quick fellow, 
and when hot. from play, would toss himself in a 
corner, and in five minutes he deep in any sort of 
hook that he could lav bis hands on: if it were 
liasselas or Gulliver, so much the better, but Hailey's 
Dictionary would do, or the Bible with the Apocrypha 
in it. Something ho hmst rend, when lie was not 
riding the pony, or running and bunting, or listening 
to the talk of men. All this was true of him at ten 
years* of* age ; lie had then read through 1 Clirysal, 
or the Adventures of a Guinea,’ which was neither 
milk for babes, nor any chalky mixture meant to 
pass for milk, and it had already occurred to him 
that hooks were stuff, and that life wfjs stupid. His 
school studies had not much modified that opinion, 
for though he “did” Ins plassiqs and mathematics, 
he was not pre-eminent in them. It was said of 
him, that Lydgate could do anything he liked, but he 
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had certainly not yet liked to do anything remark- 
able. He was a vigorous animal with a ready 
understanding, but no spark had yet kindled in him 
an intellectual passion ; knowledge seemed to him a 
very superficial affair, easily mastered : judging from 
the conversation of his elders, he had apparently got 
already more than was necessary for mature life. Pro- 
bably this was not an exceptional result of expensive 
teaching at that period of short-waisted coats, and 
•other fashions which have not yet recurred. But, 
one vacation, a wet day sent him to the small home 
library to hunt once more for a book which might 
have some freshness for him : in vain ! unless, indeed, 
he took down a dusty row of volumes with grey* 
paper backs and dingy labels — the volumes of an old 
Cyclopaedia which he had never disturbed. It would 
at least be a novelty to disturb them. They were 
on the highest shelf, and he stood on a chair to get 
them down. But he opened the volume which he 
first took from the shelf: somehow, one is apt to 
read in a makeshift attitude, jupt where it might seem 
inconvenient to do so. The page lit' opened on was 
under the head of Anatomy, and the first passage 
that drew his eyes was on the valves of the heart. 
He was not much acquainted with valves of any sort, 
but he knew that valves were folding -doors, and 
through this crevice came a sudden light startling 
him with his first ^ivid notion of finely -adjusted 
mechanism in tne human frame. A liberal education 
had of cdbrse left him frog-, to read the indecent 
passages in the schobl classics, but beyond a general 
sense of secrecy and obscenity in connection with 
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his internal structure, had left his imagination quite 
unbiassed, so that for anything he knew his brains 
lay in small bags at his temples, and he had no more 
thought of representing to himself how his blood 
circulated than how paper served instead of gold. 
But the moment of vocation had come, and before 
he got down from his chair, the world was made 
new to him by a presentiment of endless processes 
filling the vast spaces planked out of his sight by 
that wordy ignorance which lie had supposed to be* 
knowledge. . From that hour Lydgate felt the 
gtowtli of an intellectual passion. 

We are not afraid of telling over and over again 
how a man comes to fall in love with a woman and 
be wedded to her, or else he fatally parted from her. 
Is it due to excess of poetry or of stupidity that we 
are never weary of describing what King James 
called a woman’s u niakdom and her fairnesse,” 
never weary of listening to the twanging of the old 
Troubadour strings, and are comparatively unin- 
terested in that otligr kind of “ niakdom and fair- 
nesse '* which must be wooed with industrious 
thought and patient renunciation of small desires? 
In the story of this passion, too, the development 
varies : sometimes it is the glorious marriage, 
sometimes frustration and final parting. And not 
seldom the catastrophe is bound up with the other 
passion, sung by the Troubadours. ^For in the mul- 
titude of miadle-aged men who go about their 
vocations in a daily ' course determined for them 
much in the same way as the tie of their cravats, 
there is always a good number who once jneant to 
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shape their own deeds and alter the world a little. 
The story of tlioir coming to be shapen after the 
average and fit to be packed by the gross, is hardly 
ever told even in their consciousness ; for perhaps 
their ardour in generous unpaid toil cooled as imper- 
ceptibly as the ardour of other youthful loves, till one 
day their earlier self walked like a ghost in its old 
homo and made the new furniture ghastly. Nothing 
in the world more subtle than the process of their 
gradual change ! In the beginning they inhaled 
it unknowingly : you and I may have sent some of 
our breath towards infecting them, when we uttered 
our conforming falsities or drew our silly conclu- 
sions : or perhaps it came with the vibrations from 
a woman’s glance. 

Lydgate did not mean to be one of those failures, 
and there was the better hope of him because bis 
scientific interest soon took the form of a professional 
enthusiasm : he had a youthful belief in his bread- 
winning work, not to be stifled by that initiation in 
makeshift called his ’prentice days ; and he carried 
to his studies in London, Edinburgh, and Paris, the 
conviction that the medical profession as it might 
be was the finest in the world ; presenting tire most 
perfect interchange between science and art ; offer- 
ing the most direct alliance between intellectual 
conquest and the social good. Lydgate’s nature 
demanded this ^ombhiation : he was an emotional 
creature, \^ith a flesh-and-blood sense* of fellowship 
whioh withstood all the abstractions of special study. 
He cared not oidy for “cases,” but for John and 
Elizabeth, especially Elizabeth. 
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There was another attraction in his profession it 
wanted reform, and gave a man an opportunity for 
some indignant resolve to reject its venal decora- 
tions and other humbug, and to be the possessor 
of genuine though undemanded qualifications. He 
went to study in Paris with the determination that 
when he came homo again he would settle in some 
provincial town as a general practitioner, and resist 
tlie irrational severance between medical and surgi- 
cal knowledge in the interest of his own scientific 
pursuits, as # well as «>f the general advance: he 
would keep away from t lie range of London in- 
trigues, jealousies, and social truckling, and win 
celebrity, however slowly, as Jenner had done, by 
the independent value of his work. For it must 
be remembered that this was a dark period ; and in 
spite of venerable colleges which used great efforts 
to secure purity of knowledge by making it scarce, 
and to exclude error by a rigid exclusiveness in 
relation to fees and appointments, it happened that 
very ignorant young gentlemen were promoted in 
town, and many more got a legal right to practise 
over largo areas in the country. Also, the high 
standard held up to the public mind by the College 
of Physicians, which gave its peculiar sanction to 
the expensive and highly-rarefied medical instruction 
obtained by graduates of Oxford and Cambridge, 
did not hinder quackery from having an excellent 
time of it; -for since professional* practice chiefly 
consisted in giving c great many drugs, the public 
inferred that it might be better off with more drugs 
still, if they could only bo got cheaply, and hence 
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swallowed large cubic measures of physio prescribed 
by unscrupulous ignorance which had taken no 
degrees. Considering that statistics had not yet 
embraced a calculation as to the number of ignorant 
or canting doctors which absolutely must exist in 
the teeth of all changes, it seemed to Lvdgate that 
a change in the units was the most direct mode of 
changing the numbers. He meant to be a unit who 
would make a certain amount of difference towards 
that spreading change which would one day tell 
appreciably upon the averages, and , in the mean 
time, have tlie pleasure of making an advantageous 
difference to tlio viscera of his own patients. But 
he did not simply aim at a more genuine kind of 
practice than was common. He was ambitious of 
a wider effect: he was tired with the possibility that 
he might work out the proof of an anatomical con- 
ception and make a link in the chain of discovery. 

Docs it seem incongruous to you that a Middle- 
march surgeon should dream of himself as a dis- 
coverer? Most of us, indeed, know little of the 
great originators until they have been lifted up 
among the constellations and already rule our fates. 
But that Herscliel, for example, who u broke the 
barriers of the heavens” — did he not once play a 
provincial elm roll -organ, and give music-lessons to 
stumbling pianists V Each of those Shining Ones 
had to walk orj the/* earth among neighbours who 
perhaps thought much more of hi s'* gait and his 
garments than of anything which was to give him 
a title to everlasting fame : each of them had his 
little local personal history sprinkled with small 

VOL. I. H 
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temptations and sordid cares, which made the re- 
tarding friction of his course towards final com- 
panionship with tho immortals. Lydgate was not 
blind to the dangers of such friction, but he had 
plenty of confidence in his resolution to avoid it 
as far as possible . being seven-and-twenty, he felt 
himself experienced. And he was not going to 
have his vanities provoked by contact with the 
showy worldly successes of the capital, but to live 
among people who could hold no rivalry with that 
pursuit of a great idea which was to be a twin 
object with the assiduous practice of bis profession. 
There was fascination in the hope that the two 
purposes would illuminate each other : the careful 
observation and inference which was liis daily work, 
the use of the lens to further his judgment in 
special cases, would further his thought as an in- 
strument of larger inquiry. Was not this the typical 
pre-eminence of his profession ? Ho would bo a 
good Middlomarcli doctor, and by that very means 
keep himself in the track of far-reaching investi- 
gation. On one point lie may fairly claim approval 
at this particular stage of bis career : he did not 
mean .to imitate those philanthropic models who 
make a profit out of poisonous pickles to support 
themselves while they are exposing adulteration, or 
hold shares in a gambling-hell that they may have 
leisure to represent the cau^e of public morality. 
He intended* to begin in his own case some par- 
ticular reforms whic^i were quite certainly within 
his reach, and much lbss of* a problem than the 
demonstrating of an anatomical conception. One 
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of these reforms was 1c act stoutly on the strength 
of a recent legal decision, and simply prescribe, 
without dispensing drugs or taking percentage from 
druggists. This was an innovation for one who had 
chosen to adopt the style of general practitioner in 
a country town, and would be felt as ofttmsive criti- 
cism by his professional brethren. But Lydgate 
meant to innovate in his treatment also, and he was 
wise enough to see that the best security for his 
practising honestly according to his holier was to 
get rid of systematic temptations to the contrary. 

Perhaps that was a more cheerful time for obser- 
vers and theorisors limn the present: ; we are apt to 
think it the tinest era of the world when America 
was beginning to bo discovered, when a hold sailor, 
even if he were wrecked, might alight on a new 
kingdom ; and about 1829 the dark territories of 
Pathology were a line America for a spirited young 
adventurer. Lydgate was ambitious above all to 
contribute towards enlarging the scientific, rational 
basis of liis profession. The yiore he became inter- 
ested in special questions of disease, such as tho 
nature of fever or fevers, the men; keenly he felt 
the need for that fundamental knowledge od struc- 
ture which just at the beginning of the century bad 
been illuminated by the brief and glorious career of 
Bichat, who died when lie was only one-and-thirty, 
but, like another Alexander, left a realm large 
enough for many heirs. That grcflt Frenchman 
first carried out the conception that living bodies, 
fundamentally considered, * are not associations of 
organs which can be understood by studying them 
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first apart, and then as it were federally; but must 
be regarded as consisting of certain primary webs or 
tissues, out of which the various organs — brain, heart, 
lungs, and so on — are compacted, as the various ac- 
commodations of a house are built up in various pro- 
portions of wood, iron, stone, brick, zinc, and the 
rest, each material having its peculiar composition 
and proportions. No man, one secs, can understand 
and estimate the entire structure or its parts- — what 
are its frailties and what its repairs, without know- 
ing the nature of the materials. And the conception 
wrought out by Bichat, with his detailed study of 
the different tissues, acted necessarily on medical 
questions as the turning* of gas-light would act on 
a dim, oil -lit street, showing new connections and 
hitherto hidden facts ol structure which must bo 
taken into account in considering the symptoms of 
maladies and the action of medicaments. But results 
which depend on human conscience and intelligence 
work slowly, and now at the end of 18 k dl), most medi- 
cal practice was sti!\ strutting or shambling along 
tho old paths, and there was still scientific work to 
be done which might, have seemed to be a direct 
sequence ol Bichat’s. This great, seer did not go 
beyond the consideration of the tissues as ultimate 
facts in the living organism, marking the limit of 
anatomical analysis ; but it was open to another mind 
to say, have not these structures some common basis 
from which they have all started, as your sarsnet, 
gauze, net, satin and* velvet from the raw cocoon V 
Here would be another 1 ' light* as of oxy-hydrogen, 
showing the very grain of things, and revising all 
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former explanations. Of this sequence to Bichat's 
work, already vibrating along many currents of the 
European mind, Lydgate was enamoured; lie longed 
to demonstrate the more intimate relations of liv- 
ing structure, and help to define men’s thought more 
accurately after the true order. The. work had not 
yet been done, but only prepared for those who knew 
how to use tlio preparation. Wliat was the primi- 
tive tissue? In that way Lydgate put the question 
— not quite in the way required by the awaiting 
answer; but such missing of the right Vord befalls 
many seekers. And he counted on quiet intervals 
to be watchfully seized, for taking up the threads 
of investigation — on many hints to be won from 
diligent application, not only of the scalpel, hut 
of the microscope, which research had begun to 
use again with new enthusiasm of reliance. Such 
was Lydgate’s plan of his future: to do good 
small work for Middlemareh, and great work for 
the world. 

lie was certainly a happy feMow at this time: to 
be seven-and-twenfy, without any fixed vices, with a 
generous resolution that his action should be benefi- 
cent, and with ideas in his brain that made life* inter- 
esting quite apart from the ndtus of horse-flesh and 
other mystic rites of costly observances which the 
eight hundred pounds loft him after buying his prac- 
tice would certainly m?t have gone far in paying for. 
He was at a starting-point which makes many a 
man’s career a fine subject for Sotting, if there were 
any gentlemen given to that amusement who could 
appreciate the complicated probabilites of an arduous 
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purpose, with all the possible thwarfcings and farther- 
ings of circumstance, all the niceties of inward bal- 
ance, by which a man swims and makes his point 
or else is carried headlong. The risk would remain 
even with close knowledge of Lydgate’s character ; 
for character too is a process and an unfolding. 
The man was still in the making, as much as the 
Middlemarch doctor and immortal discoverer, and 
there were both virtues and faults capable of shrink- 
ing or expanding. The faults will not, I hope, be a 
reason for the withdrawal of your ini (Test in him. 
Among our valued friends is there not some one or 
other who is a little too self-confident and disdainful ; 
whose distinguished mind is a little spotted with 
commonness ; who is a little pinched here and pro- 
tuberant there with native prejudices ; or whose 
bettor energies arc liable to lapse down the wrong 
channel under the inlluenoe of transient, solicita- 
tions? All these things might be alleged against 
Lydgate, but then, they are the periphrases of a 
polite preacher, who Valks of Adam, and would not 
like to mention anything painful to the pew-renters. 
The particular faults from which these delicate gen- 
eralities are distilled have distinguishable physiog- 
nomies, diction, accent, and grimaces ; filling up 
parts in very various dramas. Our vanities differ as 
our noses do : all conceit is not the same conceit, 
but varies in^ correspondence ^vith^tbe minutke of 
mental make in which one of us differs from another. 
Lydgate’s conceit was qf the .arrogant sort, never 
simpering, never impertinent, but massive in its 
olaims and benevolently contemptuous. He would 
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do a great ileal for noodles, being sorry for them, 
and feeling quite sure that they could have no power 
over him : he had thought of joining the Saint Sim- 
onians when he was in Paris, in order to turn them 
against some of their own doctrines. All his faults 
were marked by kindred trails, and were those of a 
man who had a fine baritone, whose clothes hung 
well upon him, and who even in his ordinary ges- 
tures had an air of inbred distinction. Where then 
lay the spots of commonness? says a young lady 
enamoured of that careless grace. How could there 
be any commonness in a man so well-bred, so ambi- 
tious of social distinction, so generous and unusual 
in his views of social duty? As easily as there may 
be stupidity in a man of genius if you take him un- 
awares on the wrong subject, or as many a man who 
has the best will to advance the social millennium 
might be ill-inspired in imagining its lighter pleas- 
ures ; unable to go beyond ( )lfen bach’s music, or the 
brilliant punning in the last burlesque. Lydgate’s 
spots of commonness lay in 4he complexion of his 
prejudices, which, in spite of noble intention and 
sympathy, were half of lliem such as are found in 
ordinary men of the world : that distinction *of .mind 
which belonged to his intellectual ardour, did not 
penetrate his feeling and judgment about furniture, 
or women, or the desirability of its being known 
(without his to^ling^ that he was better born than 
other country surgeons. He did not mean to think 
of furniture at present; but ^whenever he did so it 
was to be feared that neither biology nor schemes of 
reform would lift him above the vulgarity of feeling 
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that there would be an incompatibility in his furni- 
ture not being of the best. 

As to women, he had once already been drawn 
headlong by impetuous folly, which he meant to 
be final, since marriage at some distant period would 
of course not be impetuous. For those who want to 
be acquainted with Lydgate it will be good to know 
what was that case of impetuous folly, for it may 
stand as an example of the fitful swerving of passion 
to which he was prone, together with the chivalrous 
kindness which helped 1o make him morally lovable. 
The story can be told without many words. It hap- 
pened when ho was studying in Paris, and just at 
the time when, over and above bis other work, he 
was occupied with some galvanic experiments. One 
evening, tired with Ins experimenting, and not being 
able to elicit the facts he needed, he left his frogs 
and rabbits to some repose under their trying and 
mysterious dispensation of unexplained shocks, and 
went to finish his evening at the theatre of the 
Porte Saint Martin, wlpTe there was a melodrama 
which ho had already seen several times ; attracted, 
not by the ingenious work of the collaborating 
authors, .but by an actress whoso part it was to 
stab her lover, mistaking him for the evil-designing 
duko of the piece. Lydgate was in love with this 
actress, as a man is in love with a woman whom he 
never expects to speak to. Slit was a Proveiujale, 
with dark eyes, c a Greek profile, and rounded majes- 
tic form, having that sirt of beauty which carries 
a sweet matronliness even in youth, and her voice 
was a soft cooing. She had but lately come to 
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Paris, and boro a virtuous reputation, her husband 
acting with her as the unfortunate lover. It was 
her acting which was “ no better than it should 
be,” but the public was satisfied. Lydgate's only 
relaxation now was to go and look at this woman, 
just as he might have thrown himself under the 
breath of the sweet south on a bank of violets for 
a while, without prejudice to his galvanism, to 
which he would presently return. But this evening 
the old drama had a new catastrophe. At the 
moment when the heroine was to not the stabbing 
of her lover, and he was to fall gracefully, the wife 
veritably stabbed her husband, who fell as death 
willed. A wild shriek pierced the house, and the 
Provencale fell swooning: a shriek and a swoon 
were demanded by the play, but the swooning too 
was real this time. Lydgate leaped and climbed, 
he hardly knew how, on to tho stage, and was 
active in help, making the acquaintance of his 
heroine by finding a contusion on her head and 
lifting her genlly in his antis. Paris rang with 
the story of this death: — was it a murder? Some 
of the actress's warmest admirers were inclined to 
believe in her guilt, and liked her the better for 
it (such was thp taste of those times); but Lydgate 
was not one of these. He vehemently contended 
for her innocence, and the remote impersonal passion 
for her beauty yl rich* he had felt before, had passed 
now into personal devotion, and tender thought of 
her lot. The notion of pnirder was absurd : no 
motive was discoverable, the young couple being 
understood >to dote on each other ; and it was not 
VOL. I» .tt 2 
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unprecedented that an accidental slip of the foot 
should have brought these grave consequences. 
The legal investigation ended in Madame Laurc’s 
release. Lydgate by this time had had many in- 
terviews with her, and found her more and more 
adorable. She talked little ; but that was an 
additional charm. She was melancholy, and seemed 
grateful ; her presence was enough, like that of 
the evening light. Lydgate was madly anxious 
about her affection, and jealous lest any other man 
than himself should win it and ask her to marry 
him. But instead of re-opening her engagement 
at the Porte Saint Martin, where she would have 
been all the more popular for the fatal episode, 
she left Paris without warning, forsaking her little 
court of admirers. Perhaps no one carried inquiry 
far except Lydgate, who felt that all science had 
come to a stand-still while he imagined the unhappy 
Laure, stricken by ever- wandering sorrow, herself 
wandering, and finding no faithful comforter. Hid- 
den aotresses, however, are not so difficult to find 
as some other hidden facts, and it was not long 
before Lydgate gathered indications that Laure had 
taken 'the route to Lyons. He found her at last 
acting with great success at Avignon under the 
same name, looking more majestic than ever as a 
forsaken wife carrying her child in her arms. He 
spoke to her after the play, Vas Received with the 
usual quietude which seemed to him beautiful as 
clear depths of wateV, and obtained leave to visit 
her the next day ; when he was bent on telling 
her that he adored her, and on asking her to marry 
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him. He knew that this was like the sudden im- 
pulse of a madman — incongruous even 'with his 
habitual foibles. No matter ! It was the one thing 
which lie was resolved to do. He had two selves 
within him apparently, and they must learn to 
accommodate each other and bear reciprocal impedi- 
ments. Strange, that some of us, with quick alter- 
nate vision, see beyond our infatuations, and even 
while we rave on the heights, behold the w r ide plain 
where our persistent self pauses and awaits us. 

To have approached Laure wdth any suit that w T as 
not reverentially It ndcr would have been simply a 
contradiction of his whole feeling towards her. 

“You have come all the way from Paris to find 
me?” she said to him the next day, sitting before 
him with folded arms, and looking at him with eyes 
that seemed to wonder as an untamed ruminating 
animal wonders. “Are all Englishmen like that?” 

“ I came because I could not live without trying 
to see you. You are lonely ; 1 love you ; 1 w r ant you 
to consent to be my wife ; I* will wait, but I want 
you to promise that you will marry me — no one else.” 

Laure looked at him in silence with a melancholy 
radiance from under h«*r grand eyelids, until he was 
full of rapturous certainty, and knelt close to her 
knees. 

“ I will tell you something,” she said, in her coo- 
ing way, keeping he* arms folded. “ My foot really 
slipped.” 

“I know, I know,” said iuydgate, deprecatingly. 
“It was a fatal accident — a dreadful stroke of cal- 
amity that bound me to you tho more.” 
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Again Laure paused a little and then said, slowly, 
“ I meafit to do it.” 

Lydgate, strong man as he was, turned pale and 
trembled : moments seemed to pass before he rose 
and stood at a distance from her. 

“ There was a secret., then,” lie said at last, even 
vehemently. “Ho was bridal to you: you hated 
him.” 

“No ! he wearied me ; he was too fond : lie would 
live in Laris, and not in my country ; that was not 
agreeable- to me.” 

“ Ureal ( tod ! ” said Lydgate, in a groan of horror. 
“ And you planned to murder him?” 

“I did not plan: it came to me in the play — 1 
meant to do it.” 

Lydgate stood mute, and unconsciously pressed 
his hat on while lie looked at. her. He saw this 
woman — tlm first to whom he had given his young 
adoration— amid the throng of stupid criminals. 

“You are a good young man/’ she said. “But I 
do not like husbands. •» l will never have another.” 

Three days afterwards Lydgate was at his galvan- 
ism again in his Baris chambers, believing that illu- 
sions Were at an end for him. He was saved from 
hardening efforts by the abundant kindness of his 
heart and his belief that human life might, be made 
better. But ho had more reason than ever for trust- 
ing bis judgment, now that it*\vas ^so experienced ; 
ind henceforth he would take a strictly scientific 
view of woman, entertaining no expectations but 
such as were justified beforehand. 

No one in Middlemarch was likely to have such 
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a notion of Lydgate’s past as has here been faintly 
shadowed, and indeed the respectable townsfolk there 
were not more given than mortals generally to any 
eager attempt at exactness in the representation to 
themselves of what did not come under their own 
senses. Not only young virgins of that, town, but 
grey-bearded men also, were often in haste to con- 
jecture how a new acquaintance might be wrought 
into their purposes, contented with very vague know- 
ledge as to the way in which life had been shaping 
him for that instrumentality. Middlernareli, in fact, 
counted on swallowing Lydgate and assimilating 
him very comfortably. 
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** All that. iii woman is .nl<m a <l 
In thy fair srlf l lincl — 

For the whole sex can but a iron l 
The handsome and the kind.” 

— 8ih Cuaklks Skuli/v. 

The question whether Mr Tyke should be appointed 
as salaried chaplain to tins hospital was an exciting 
topic to the Middle-marchers ; and Lydgate heard it 
discussed in a way that threw much light on the 
power exercised in the town by Mr Bui strode. The 
banker was evidently a ruler, but there was an op- 
position party, and evwn among his supporters there 
were some who allowed it to he seen that their sup- 
port was a compromise, and who frankly stated their 
impression that the general scheme of things, and 
especially the casualties of trade, required you to 
hold a candle to the devil. 

Mr Bulstrode’s power was not due simply to his 
being a country banker, who* kne^y the financial 
secrets of most traders in the town and could touch 
the springs of their credit ; it was fortified by a 
beneficence that was at once ready and severe — ready 
to confer obligations, and severe in watching the 
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result. He had gathered, as an industrious man 
always at his post, a chief share in administering 
the town charities, and his private charities were 
both minute and abundant. He would take a great 
deal of pains about apprenticing Tegg the shoe- 
maker’s son, and he would watch over Tegg’s church- 
going ; he would defend Mrs Strype the washer- 
woman against Stubbs’s unjust exaction on the score 
of her drying-ground, and lie would himself scru- 
tinise a calumny against Mrs Strype. His private 
minor loans were numerous, but he would inquire 
strictly into the circumstances both before and after. 
In this way a man gathers a domain in his neigh- 
bours’ hope and fear as well as gratitude ; and power, 
when once it has got into that subtle region, propa- 
gates itself, spreading out of all proportion to its 
external means. It was a principle with Mr Bul- 
strode to gain as much power as possible, that he 
might use it for the glorv of God. He went through 
a great deal of spiritual conflict and inward argument 
in order to adjust his motives, and make clear to 
himself what God’s glory required. But, as we have 
seen, his motives were not always rightly appre- 
ciated. There were many crass minds in •Middle- 
march whose reflective scales could only weigh things 
in the lump ; and they had a strong suspicion that 
since Mr Bulstrode could not enjoy life in their 
fashion, eating jpid drinking so little as he did, and 
worreting himself about everything, he must have 
a sort of vampire’s ^feast yi the sense of mastery. 

The subject of the chaplaincy came up at Mr 
Vincy’s t&ble when Lydgate was dining there, and 
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the family connection with Mr Bill strode did not, 
ho observed, prevent some freedom of remark even 
on the part of the host himself, though his reasons 
against the proposed arrangement turned entirely 
on his objection to Mr Tyke’s sermons, which 
were all doctrine, and his preference for Mr Fare- 
brother, whose sermons were free, from that taint. 
Mr Viney liked well enough the notion of the chap- 
lain’s having a salary, supposing it were given to 
Farobrother, who was as good a little fellow as ever 
breathed, and the best preacher anywhere, and com- 
panionable too. 

“What, line shall you take, then?” said Mr 
Ohichely, the coroner, a great coursing comrade of 
Mr Vincy’s. 

u Oh, I’m precious glad I’m not one of the Direc- 
tors now. I shall vote for referring the matter to 
the Directors and the Medical Board together. I 
shall roll some of my responsibility on your shoul- 
ders, Doctor,” said Mr Viney, glancing first at Dr 
Sprague, the senior physician of the town, and then 
at Lydgate who sat opposite. “ Von medical gentle- 
men must consult which sort of black draught you 
will prescribe, eh, Mr Lydgate?” 

“I know little of either,” said Lydgate; “but in 
general, appointments are apt to be made too much 
a question of personal liking. The fittest man for 
a particular post is not always fche best fellow or the 
most agreeable. Sometimes, if you want* id to get 
a reform, your only why would be to pension off the 
good fellows whom everybody's fond of, and put 
them out of the question.” 
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Dr Sprague, who was considered the physician of 
most “ weight,” though Dr Minchin was usually 
said to have more “ penetration,” divested his large 
heavy face of all expression, and looked at Ids wine- 
glasR while Lydgate was speaking. Whatever was 
not problematical and suspected about this young 
man — for example, a certain showiness as to foreign 
ideas, and a disposition to unsettle what had been 
settled and forgotten by his elders —was positively 
unwelcome to a physician whose standing had been 
fixed thirty years before by a treatise on Meningitis, 
of which at least one, copy marked “own” was 
bound in calf. For my part l have some fellow- 
feeling with I)r Sprague : one’s self-satisfied ion is 
an untaxed kind of property which it is very un- 
pleasant to find depreciated. 

Lydgate’s remark, however, did not meet the 
sense of the company. Mr Viney said, that if ho 
could have his way, he would not put disagreeable 
fellows anywhere. 

11 Hang your reforms !” saidJYI r Chiohely. “There’s 
no greater humbug in tile world. You never hear 
of a reform, but it means some trick to put in new 
men. I hope you are not one of the ‘ Lancet’s \ men, 
Mr Lydgate — wanting to take the coronership out 
of the hands of the legal profession : your words 
appear to point that way.” 

“ I disapprove ofWakley,” interposed Dr Sprague, 
“ no man more : he is an ill-intcntiflhcd fellow, who 
would sacrifice the respectability of the profession, 
which everybody Taiows depends on the London 
Colleges, for the ^ake of getting some notoriety for 
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himself. There are men who don’t mind about 
being kicked blue if they can only get talked about. 
But Waklcvy is right sometimes,” the Doctor added, 
judicially. “I could mention one or two points in 
which Wakley is in the right.” 

“ Oh, well,” said Mr (Jhicholy, “I blame no man 
for standing up in favour of his own cloth; but, 
coming to argument, T should like to know how a 
coroner is to judge of evidence if he has not had a 
legal training?” 

“ Tn my opinion,” said Lydgate, “legal training 
only makes a man more incompetent in questions 
that require knowledge of another kind. People 
talk about evidence as if it could really be weighed 
in scales by a blind Justice. No man can judg ; 
what is good evidence on any particular subject, 
unless he knows that subject well. A lawyer is 
no better than an old woman at a post-mortem ex- 
amination. How is ho to know the action of a 
poison ? You might as well say t hat scanning verse 
will teach you to scan the potato crops.” 

“ You are aware, I suppose, that it is not the 
coroner’s business to conduct the post-mortem , but 
only tq take the evidence, of the medical witness?” 
said Mr Oliiohely, with some scorn. 

“Who is often almost as ignorant as the coroner 
himself,” said Lydgate. “ Questions of medical 
jurisprudence ought not to be l#ft to the chance of 
decent knowledge in a medical witness, and the 
coroner ought not to be\i man who will believe that 
strychnine will destroy the coats* of the stomach if 
an ignorant practitioner happens toll him so.” 
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Lydgate had really lost sight of the fact that Mr 
Chiohely was his Majesty’s coroner, and ended inno- 
cently with the question, “ Don't you agree with me, 
Dr Sprague ? ” 

“ To a certain extent — witli regard to populous 
districts, and in the metropolis,” said the Doctor. 
“ But I hope it will be long before this part of the 
country loses the services of my friend Chichely, 
even though it might, get the best man in our pro- 
fession to succeed him. I am sure Vincy will agree 
with me.” 

u Yes, yes, give me a coroner who is a good cour- 
sing man,” said Mr Vincy, jovially. “And in my 
opinion, you’re safest with a lawyer. Nobody can 
know everything. Most things are ‘ visitation of 
God.’ And as to poisoning, why, what you want to 
know is the law. Come, shall we join the ladies?” 

Lydgate’s private opinion was that Mr Chichely 
might be the very coroner without bias as to the 
coats of the stomach, but lie had not meant, to be per- 
sonal. This was one of the difficulties of moving 
in good Middlemarch society : it was dangerous to 
insist on knowledge as a qualification for any salaried 
office. Fred Vincy had called Lydgate a prig, and 
now Mr Chichely was inclined to call him prick-eared ; 
especially when, in the drawing-room, he seemed 
to be making himself eminently agreeable to Rosa- 
mond, whom he had^eaaily monopolised in a t&te-d-tete. 
since Mrs Vincy herself sat at the tea-table. She re- 
signed no domestic function to her daughter ; and 
the matron’s blooming good-natured face, with the 
too volatile pink strings floating from her fine throat, 
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and her cheery manners to husband and children, 
was certainly among the great attractions of the 
Vincy house — attractions which made it all the easier 
to faff in love with the daughter. The tinge of un- 
pretentious, inoffensive vulgarity in Mrs Vincy 
gave more effect to Rosamond’s refinement, which 
was beyond what Lydgate had expected. 

Certainly, small feet and perfectly turned shoul- 
ders aid the impression of refined manners, and the 
right thing said seems quite astonishingly right 
when it is accompanied with exquisite curves of lip 
and eyelid. And Rosamond could say the right 
thing ; for she was clever with that sort of clever- 
ness which catches every tone except the humorous. 
Happily she never attempted to joke, and this per- 
haps was the most decisive mark other cleverness. 

She and Lydgate readily got into conversation. 
He regretted that ho had not heard her sing the 
other day at Stone Court. The only pleasure he 
allowed himself during the latter part of his stay in 
Faris was to go and hear music. 

“ You have studied music, probably ? ” said Rosa- 
mond. 

“No, 1 know the notes of many birds, and I know 
many melodies by car ; but iho music that I don’t 
know at all, and have no notion about, delights me 
— affects me. How stupid the world is that it does 
not make more use of such a pleasure withii# its 
reach ! ” 

“Yes, and you will find Middlemarch very tune- 
less. There are hardly any good musicians, 1 only* 
know two gentlemen who sing at all well.” 
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“ I suppose it is the fashion to sing comic songs 
in a rhythmic way, leaving you to fancy the tune — 
very much as if it were tapped on a drum ? ” 

“ Ah, you have heard Mr Bowyer,” said ^Rosa- 
mond, with one of her rare smiles. “ But we are 
speaking very ill of our neighbours.” 

Lydgate was almost forgetting that ho must carry 
on the conversation, in thinking how lovely this 
creature was, her garment seeming to he made out 
of the faintest blue sky, herself so immaculately 
blond, as if the petals of some gigantic, flower had 
just opened and disclosed her ; and yet with this 
infantine blondness showing so much ready, self- 
possessed grace. Since he had had the memory of 
Laure, Lydgate had lost all taste for large -eyed 
silence: the divine cow no longer attracted him, 
and Rosamond was her very opposite. But he re- 
called himself. 

u You will let me hear some music to-night, I 
hope.” 

“I will let you hoar my, attempts, if you like,” 
said Rosamond. “ Rapa is sure In insist, on my sing- 
ing. But 1 shall tremble before you, who have 
heard the best singers in Paris. I have hear^l very 
little : T have only once been to London. But our 
organist at St Peter’s is a good musician, and I go 
on studying with him.” 

“ Tell me what y«m saw in London.” 

“ Very littfe.” (A more naive ^;irl would have 
said, “Oh, everything!” 4 But Rosamond knew 
better.) “ A few of the ordinary sights, such as raw 
country girls are always taken to.” 
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“ Do you call yourself a raw country girl?” said 
Lydgate, looking at- her with an involuntary empha- 
sis of admiration, which made Rosamond Mush with 
pleasure. But she remained simply serious, turned 
her long neck a little, and put up her handle touch 
her wondrous hair plaits — an habitual gesture with 
her as pretty as any movements of a kitten’s paw. 
Not that Rosamond was in the least like a kitten: 
sho was a svJph caught young- and educated at Mrs 
Lemon’s. 

“ I assure you my mind is raw,” she said immedi- 
ately 5 “ 1 pass at Middleman^. I am not afraid of 
talking* to our old neighbours. But I am really 
afraid of you.” 

“An accomplished woman almost altvays knows 
more than we men, though her knowledge is of a 
different sort. I am sure you could teach me a 
thousand things - its an exquisite bird could teach a 
hoar if there were any common language* between 
them. Happily, there is a common language be- 
tween women and men, and so the bears can got 
taught.” 

“Ah, there is Fred beginning to strum! I must 
go and finder him from jarring all your nerves,” 
said Rosamond, moving to the other side of the 
room, where Fred having opened the* piano, at his 
father’s* desire, that Rosamond might give them 
some music, was parenthetically performing “ Cherry 
Ripe ! ” with on£ hand. Able men wfio have passed 
their examinations will %lo these things sometimes, 
not less than the plucked Fred. • 

“ Fred, pray defer your practising till to-morrow ; 
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you will make Mr Lydgate ill,” said Rosamond. 
“He has an ear.” 

Fred laughed, and went on with his tune to the 
end. 

Rosamond turned to Lydgate, smiling gently, and 
said, “You perceive, the bears will not always be 
taught.” 

“Now then, Rosy!” said Fred, springing from 
the stool and twisting it upward for her, with a 
hearty expectation of enjoyment. “ Some good 
rousing tunes first.” 

Rosamond played admirably. Her master at Mrs 
Lemon’s school (close to a county town with a memor- 
able history that had its relies in church and castle) 
was one of those excellent musicians here and there 
to be found in our provinces, worthy to compare 
with many a noted Kapellmeister in a country 
which offers more plentiful conditions of musical 
celebrity. Rosamond, with the executant’s instinct, 
had seized his manner of playing, and gave forth 
his large rendering of noble jnusic with the precision 
of an echo. It was almost startling, heard for the 
first time. A hidden soul seemed to be flowing 
forth from Rosamond’s fingers ; and so .indeed it 
was, since souls live on in perpetual echoes, and 
to all fine expression there goes somewhere an 
originating activity, if it be only that of an inter- 
preter. Lydgate w*is taken possession of, and began 
to believe in f her as something exceptional. After 
all, he thought, one need Hot be surprised to find 
4he rare conjunctions of nature under circumstances 
apparently unfavourable : come where they may, 
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they always depend on conditions that are not 
obvious. He sat looking at her, and did not rise 
to pay her any compliments, leaving that to others, 
now that his admiration was deepened. 

Her singing was less remarkable, but also well 
trained, and sweet to hear as a chime perfectly in 
tune. It is true she sang “Meet me by moon- 
light, n and “ Pve been roaming;” for mortals must 
share the fashions of their linn*, and none but the 
ancients can be always classical But Rosamond 
could also sing “ Black-eyed Susan ” with effect, or 
Haydn’s canzonets, or “ Voi, elm sapete,” or u Batti, 
batti ” — she only wanted to know what her audience 
liked. 

Her father looked round at the company, delight- 
ing in their admiration. Her mother sat, like a 
Niobe before her troubles, wilii her youngest little 
girl on her lap, softly beating th6 child’s hand up 
and down in time to the music. And Fred, notwith- 
standing his general scepticism about Rosy, listened 
to her music with perfect allegiance, wishing he 
could do the same thing on his (lute. It was the 
pleasantest family party that Lydgate had seen 
since, he came to Middleinareh. The Vincys had 
the readiness to enjoy, the rejection of all anxiety, 
and the belief in life as a merry lot, which made 
a house exceptional in most county towns at that 
time, when Evangelicalism had* cast a certain sus- 
picion as of plague -infection over tfte few amuse- 
ments which survived* in the provinces. At the 
Vincys' there was always whist, and the card-tabl«s 
stood ready now, making some of the company 
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secretly impatient of tlie music. Before it ceased 
Mr Farebrother came in — a handsome, broad-chested 
but otherwise small man, about forty, whose black 
was very threadbare : the brilliancy was all in his 
quick grey eyes. He came like a pleasant change 
in the light, arresting little Louisa with fatherly 
nonsense as she was being led out of the room by 
Miss Morgan, greeting everybody with some special 
word, and seeming to condense more talk into ten 
minutes than had been held all through the evening. 
He claimed from Lydgate the fulfilment of a promise 
to come and see him. “ 1 can’t let you off, you know, 
because I have seine beetles to show you. We col- 
lectors feel an interest in every new man till he has 
seen all we have to show him.” 

But soon he swerved to the whist-table, rubbing 
his hands and saying, “ Come now, let us be serious ! 
Mr Lydgate? not ]>lay ? Ah! you are too young 
and light for this kind of thing.” 

Lydgate said to himself that the clergyman whose 
abilities were so painful to M? Ihilstrode, appeared 
to have found an agreeable resort in this certainly 
not erudite household. He could half understand 
it : the good-humour, the good looks of elder and 
younger, and the provision for passing the time 
without any labour of intelligence, might make the 
house beguiling to people who had no particular use 
for their odd hours. 

Everything looked blooming and joyous except 
Miss Morgan, who was brown, dull, and resigned, 
and altogether, as Mrs Vincy often said, just the 
sort of person for a governess. Lydgate did not 
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moan to pay many such visits himself. They wer© 
a wretched waste of the evenings ; and now, when 
he had talked a little more to Rosamond, he meant 
to excuse himself and go. 

“ Yon will not like ns at Middleman?!), I feel 
sure,” she said, when the whist-players were settled. 
“Wo are very stupid, and you have been used to 
something quite different.’’ 

u I suppose ail country towns are pretty much 
alike,” said Lydgate. “ But T have noticed that 
one always believes one’s own town to be more 
stupid than any other. I have made, up my mind 
to take Middlernareh as it comes, and shall be much 
obliged if the town will take me in the same way. 
I have eertainly found some charms in it. which are 
much greater than I had expected/* 

“ Yon mean the, rides towards Tipton and Lowick; 
every oik*, is pleased with those,* 1 ’ said Rosamond, 
with simplicity. 

“No, 1 mean something much nearer to me.” 
Rosamond rose and reached her netting, and then 
said, “l)o you care about dancing at all? I am not 
quite sure whether (‘lever men ever dance.” 

u L would dance with you if you would allow me.” 
“Oh!” said Rosamond, with a slight deprecatory 
laugh. “1 was only going to say that we some- 
times have dancing, and I wanted to know whether 
you would feel insulted if you X/ere asked to come.” 
“ Not on the condition I mentioned.” 

After this chat Lydgate thought that ho was 
going, but on moving towards the whist-tables, he 
got interested in watching Mr Farebrother’s play, 
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which was masterly, and also his face, which was a 
striking mixturo of the shrewd and the mild. At 
ten o’clock supper was brought in (such were the 
customs of Middleirmroh), and there was punch- 
drinking; but Mr Farebrother had only a glass of 
water, lie was winning, but, there seemed to ho 
no reason why the renewal of rubbers should end, 
and Lydgate at last took his leave. 

But as it was not eleven o’clock, he chose to walk 
in the brisk air towards the tower of St Botolph’s, Mr 
Farebrother’ s church, which stood out dark, square, 
and massive against the starlight. It was the old- 
est church in Middicniarch ; the living, however, was 
blit a vicarage worth barely four hundred a-year. 
Lydgate had heard that, and lie wondered now 
whether Mr Farebrother cared about the money he 
won at cards ; thinking, “ lk seems a very pleasant 
fed low, hut Bulstrode may have Lis good reasons.” 
Many things would be easier to Lydgate if it should 
turn out that Mr Bulstrode was generally justifiable. 
u What is his religious doctrine to me, if he. carries 
some good notions along witli it? One. must use 
such brains as are to bo found.” 

These were actually Lydgate’s first meditations 
as he walked^ away from Mr Viney’s, and on this 
ground I fear that many ladies will consider him 
hardly worthy of their attention. lie thought of 
Rosamond and her Ynusic only in the second place ; 
and though, when her turn came, fie dwelt on the 
image of her for the rest of his walk, he felt no 
agitation, and had no sense that any new current 
had set into his life. He could not marry yet ; he 
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wished not to marry for several years ; and there- 
fore he was not ready to entertain the notion of 
being in love with a girl whom he happened to 
admire. He did admire Rosamond exceedingly 5 
but that madness which had once beset him about 
Lanre was not, lie thought, likely to recur in rela- 
tion to any other woman. Certainly, if falling in 
love had been at all in question, it would have been 
quite safe with a creature like this Miss Vincy, who 
had just the kind of intelligence one would de- 
sin 1 , in a woman— polished, refined, docile, lending 
itself to finish in all the delicacies of life, and en- 
shrined in a body which expressed this with a force 
of demonstration that excluded the need for other 
evidence. Lydgate felt, sure that ifeverlu* married, 
his wife would have that feminine radiance*, that 
distinctive womanhood which must be classed with 
flowers and music, that sort of beauty which by its 
very nature was virtuous, being moulded only for 
pure and delicate joys. 

But since he did not •mean to marry for the next 
five years -his more pressing business was to look 
into Louis’ new book 011 Fever, which he was 
specially* interested in, because lie had known 
Louis in Paris, and had followed many anatomical 
demonstrations in order to ascertain the specific 
differences of typhus and typhoid, lie went home 
and read far into the smallest hoftr, bringing a much 
more testing vision of details and relations into this 
pathological study than fie had ever thought it neces- 
sary to apply to the complexities of love and mar- 
riage, these being subjects on which he felt himself 
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amply informed by literature, and that traditional 
wisdom which is handed down in the genial conver- 
sation of men. Whereas Fever had obscure con- 
ditions, and gave him that delightful labour of the 
imagination which is not men; arbitrariness, but the 
exercise of disciplined power — combining and con- 
structing with the clearest eye for probabilities and 
the fullest obedience to knowledge ; and then, in 
yet more energetic alliance with impartial Nature, 
standing aloof to invent tests by which to try its 
own work. 

Many men have been praised as vividly imagina- 
tive on the strength of their profuseness in indif- 
ferent- dra wing or cheap narration : — reports of very 
poor talk going on in distant orbs; or portraits of 
Lucifer coming down on his bad errands as a largo 
ugly man with bat’s wings and spurts of phosphor- 
escence ; or exaggerations of wantonness that seem 
to reflect life in a diseased dream. But these kinds 
of inspiration Lydgate regarded as rather vulgar 
and vinous compared with, the imagination that 
reveals subtle actions inaccessible by any sort of 
lens, but tracked in that outer darkness through 
long pathways of necessary sequence by, the in- 
ward light which is the last refinement, of Energy, 
capable of bathing even the ethereal atoms in its 
ideally illuminated space. He for his part had 
tossed away all clc*ap inventions where ignorance 
finds itself abfe and at ease : lie w9s enamoured of 
that arduous invention which is the very eye of 
research, provisionally framing its object and cor- 
recting it to more and more exactness of relation ; 
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lie wanted to pierce tlio obscurity of those minute 
processes which prepare human misery and joy, 
those invisible thoroughfares which are the first 
lurking -places of anguish, mania, and crime, that 
delicate poise and transition which determine the 
growth of happy or unhappy consciousness. 

As he threw down his book, stretched his legs 
Inwards the embers in the grate, and clasped his 
hands at the back of his head, in that agreeable 
after-glow of excitement when thought lapses from 
examination of a specific object, into a suffusive 
sense of its connections with all the rest of our 
existence — -seems, as it wort*, to throw itself on its 
back after vigorous swimming and float with the 
repose of unexhausted strength — Lydgate felt a 
triumphant delight in his studies, and something 
like pity for those less lucky men who were not of 
his profession. 

“ If I had not taken that turn when I was a lad,” 
he thought, 44 I might have got into some stupid 
draught-horse work or other, and lived always in 
blinkers. I should never have boon happy in any 
profession that did not (‘all forth the highest intel- 
lectual .strain, and yet keep me in good warm con- 
tact with my neighbours. Thoro is nothing like 
the medical profession for that : one can have the 
exclusive scientific life that touches the distance 
and befriend the old fogies in die parish too. It is 
rather harder fc>r a clergyman : Fafebrother seems 
to be an anomaly.” * 

This last thought brought back the Vincys and 
all the pictures of the evening. They floated in his 
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mind agreeably enough, and as lie took up his bed- 
candle his lips were curled with that incipient smile 
which is apt to accompany agreeable recollections. 
He was an ardent fellow, but at present his ardour 
was absorbed in love of his work and in the am- 
bition of making his life recognised as a factor in 
the better life of mankind — like other heroes of 
science who had nothing but an obscure country 
practice to begin with. 

Poor Lydgate ! or shall I say, Poor Rosamond ! 
Each lived in a world (if which the other knew 
nothing. It had not occurred to Lydgate that he 
had been a subject of eager meditation to Rosamond, 
who had neither any reason for throwing her mar- 
riage into distant perspective, nor any pathological 
studies to divert her mind from that ruminating 
habit, that inward repetition of looks, words, and 
phrases, which makes a large part in the lives of 
most girls. He had not meant to look at her or 
speak to her with more than the inevitable amount 
of admiration and compliment which a man must 
give to a beautiful girl ; indeed, it. scorned to him 
that his enjoyment of her music had remained almost 
silent, for lie feared falling into the rudeness of tell- 
ing her his great surprise at her possession of such 
accomplishment. But Rosamond had registered 
every look and word, and estimated them as the 
opening incidents c£ a preconceived romance — in- 
cidents which* gather value from the foreseen de- 
velopment and climax. In Rosamond’s romance it 
was not necessary* to imdgine much about the in- 
ward life of the hero, or of his serious business in 
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the world : of course, ho had a profession and was 
clever, as well as sufficiently handsome ; but the 
piquant fact about Lydgate was his good birth, 
which distinguished him from all Middlemarch ad- 
mirers, and presented marriage as a prospect of 
rising in rank and getting a little nearer to that 
celestial condition on earth in which she would have 
nothing to do with vulgar people, and perhaps at 
last associate with relatives quite equal to the 
county people who looked down on the, Middle- 
marchers. It was part of Rosamond's cleverness 
to discern very subtly the faintest aroma of rank, 
and once when sin* had seen the Miss Brookes 
accompanying their uncle at the county assizes, 
and scaled among the aristocracy, she had envied 
them, notwithstanding their plain dress. 

If you think it, incredible that i > imagine Lydgate 
as a man of family could cause thrills of satisfaction 
which had anything to do with the sense that she 
was in love with him, 1 will ask you to use your 
power of comparison a little more effectively, and 
consider wind her red cloth and epaulets have never 
had an influence of that soil. Our passions do not 
live apart in locked chambers, hut, dressed in their 
small wardrobe of notions, bring their provisions to 
a common table and mess together, feeding out of 
the common store according to their appetite. 

Rosamond, in fact, was entirely occupied not 
exactly with TVrtius Lydgate as he* was in himself) 
but with his relation to her ; and it was excusable 
in a girl who was accustomed to hear that all young 
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men might, could, would be, or actually w6re in 
love with her, to believe at once that Lydgate could 
be no exception. His looks and words meant more 
to her than other men’s, because she cared more for 
them : .she thought of them diligently, • and dili- 
gently attended to that perfection of appearance, 
behaviour, sentiments, and all other elegancies, 
which would find in Lydgate a more adequate ad- 
mirer than she had yet been conscious of. 

For Rosamond, though she would never do any- 
thing that was disagreeable to her, was industrious ; 
and now more than ever she was active in sketching 
her landscapes and market -carts and portraits of 
friends, in practising her music, and in being from 
'morning till night her own standard of a perfect 
lady, having always an audience in her own con- 
sciousness, with sometimes the not unwelcome ad- 
dition of a more variable external audience in the 
numerous visitors of the house. She found time 
also to read the best novels, and even the second 
best, and she knew much poetry by heart. Her 
favourite poeim was 1 Lalla Rookh.’ 

u The best girl in the world ! He will be a happy 
fellow who gets her ! ” was the sentiment »of. the 
elderly gentlemen who visited the Vincys ; and the 
rejected young men thought of trying again, as is 
the fashion in country towns where the horizon is 
not thick with coming rivals. But Mrs Plymdale 
thought that Rfosamond had been Educated to a 
ridiculous pitch, for what was the use of accom- 
plishments which w&uld be all laid aside as soon 
VOL. L I 
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as sh& was married? While her aunt Bnlstrode, 
who had a sisterly faithfulness towards her brother’s 
family, had two sincere wishes for Rosamond — that 
she might show a more serious turn of mind, and 
that she might meet with a husband whose wealth 
corresponded to her habits. 
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The clerkly person smiled and said. 
Promise was a pretty maid, 

But being poor she (lied unwed. 


The Rev. Camden Farebrother, whom Lydgate went 
to see the next evening, lived in an old parsonage, 
built of stone, venerable enough to match the church 
whicli it looked out upon. All the furniture too in 
the houso was old, but with another grade of age — 
that of Mr Farebrother’s father and grandfather. 
There were painted white chairs, with gilding and 
wreaths on them, and some lingering red silk dam- 
ask with slits in it. There wore ongraved portraits 
of Lord Chancellors and other celebrated lawyers of 
the last century : and there were old pier-glasses to 
reflect them, as well as tho little satin -wpod tables 
and the sofas resembling a prolongation of uneasy 
chairs, all standing in relief against the dark wain- 
scot. This was tho physiognomy of the drawing- 
room into whicfi Lydgate was shown; and there 
were three ladies to receive him, who were also 
old-fashioned, and of a faded but genuine respecta- 
bility: Mrs Farebrother, the Vicar’s white-haired 
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mother, befrilled and kerchiefed with dainty cleanli- 
ness, upright, quick-eyed, and still under seventy ; 
Miss Noble, her sister, a tiny old lady of meeker 
aspect, with frills and kerchief decidedly more worn 
and mended ; and Miss Winifred Farebrother, the 
Vicar’s elder sister, well-looking like himself, but 
nipped and subdued as single women are apt to be 
who spend their lives in uninterrupted subjection 
to their elders. Lydgate had not expected to see 
so quaint a group : knowing simply that Mr Fare- 
brother was a bachelor, he had thought of being 
ushered into a snuggery where the chief furniture 
would probably be books and collections of natural 
objects. The Vicar himself seemed to wear rather 
a changed aspect, as most men do when acquaint- 
ances made elsewhere see them for the first time 
in their own homes ; some indeed showing Tike an 
actor of genial parts disadvantageous^ cast for the 
curmudgeon in a new piece. This was not the case 
with Mr Farebrother : he seemed a trifle milder and 
more silent, the chief talker being his mother, while 
he only put in a good-humoured moderating remark 
hero and there. The old lady was evidently accus- 
tomed* to tell her company what they ought to think, 
and to regard no subject as quite ^ safe without her 
steering. She was afforded leisure for this function 
by having all her little wants attended to by Miss 
Winifred. Meanwhile tiny Miss Noble carried on 
her arm a small basket, into which she diverted 
a bit of sugar, which ijhe had first dropped in her 
saucer as if by mistake ; looking round furtively 
afterwards, and reverting to her tea-oup with a 
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small innocent noise as of a tiny timid quadruped. 
Pray think no ill of Miss Noble. That basket held 
small savings from her more portable food, destined 
for the children of her poor friends among whom she 
trottfed on fine mornings ; fostering and petting all 
needy creatures being so spontaneous del%ht to 
her, that she regarded it much as if it had been a 
pleasant vice that she was addicted to. Perhaps 
she was conscious of being tempted to steal from 
those who had much that she might give to those 
who liad nothing, and carried in her conscience the 
guilt of that repressed desire. One must be poor 
to know the luxury of giving 1 

Mrs Farobrother welcomed the guest will) a lively 
formality and precision. She presently informed 
him that they were not often in want of medical aid 
in that house. Sho had brought up her children to 
wear flannel and not to over-eat themselves, which 
last habit sho considered the chief reason why 
people needed doctors. Lydgate pleaded for those 
whose fathers and mothers h$d over- eaten them- 
selves, but Mrs Farehrotlier held that view of things 
dangerous : Nature was more just than that ; it 
would be easy for any felon to say that his ancestors 
ought to have been hanged instead of him. If those 
wdio had bad fathers and mothers were bad them- 
selves, they were hanged for that. There was no 
need to go back on what you couldn't see. 

“ My mother ft like old George tlJft Third,” said 
the Vicar, “ sho objects to metaphysics." 

“ I object to what ft wrong, Camden. I say, keep 
hold of a few plain truths, and make everything 
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square with them. When I was young, Mr Lydgate, 
there never was any question about right and wrong. 
We knew our catechism, and that was enough ; we 
learned our creed and our duty. Every respectable 
Church person had the same opinions. But 110W, if 
you sj| 8 ak out of the Prayer-book itself, you are 
liable to be contradicted.” 

“ That makes rather a pleasant time of it for 
•those who like to maintain their own point,” said 
Lydgate. 

“ But my mother always gives way,” said the 
Vicar, slyly. 

“ No , no, Camden, you must not lead Mr Lydgate 
into a mistake about me. I shall never show that 
disrespect to my parents, to give up what they 
taught me. Any one may see what comes of 
turning. If you change once, why not twenty 
times ? ” 

“ A man might see good arguments for changing 
once, and not see them for changing again,” said 
Lydgate, amused witji the decisive old lady. 

“Excuse me there. If you go upon arguments, 
they are never wanting, when a man has no con- 
stancy # of mind. My father never changed, and ho 
preached plain moral sermons without arguments, 
and was a good, man — few better. * When you get 
me a good man made out of arguments, I will get 
you a good dinner with reading you tho cookery- 
book. That’s e my opinion, and I think anybody’s 
stomach will bear me out.” 

“About the dinner c'ertainly, mother,” said Mr 
Farebrother. 
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u It is the same thing, the dinner or the man. I 
am nearly seventy, Mr Lydgate, and I go upon 
experience. I am not likely to follow new lights, 
though there are plenty of them here as elsewhere. 
I say, they came in with the mixed stuffs that will 
neither wash nor wear. It was not so in m^ youth : 
a Churchman was a Churchman, and a clergyman, 
you might be pretty sure, was a gentleman, if 
nothing else. But now he may be no better than a 
Dissenter, and want to push aside my son on pre- 
tence of doctrine. But whoever may wish to push 
him aside, I am proud to say, Mr Lydgate, that lie 
will compare with any preacher in this kingdom, not 
to speak of this town, which is but a low standard 
to go by ; at least, to my thinking, for I was born 
and bred at Exeter.” 

“ A mother is never partial,” said Mr Farebrother, 
smiling. “ What do you think Tyke’s mother says 
about him?” 

“Ah, poor creature! what indeed?” said Mrs 
Farebrother, her sharpness blunted for the moment 
by her confidence in maternal judgments. “ She 
says the truth to herself, depend upon it.” 

“And what is tho truth?” said Lydgate. * “.I am 
curious to know.” 

“ Oh, nothing bad at all,” said Mr Farebrother. 
“ He is a zealous fellow : not very learned, and not 
very wise, I think — Ifccause I don’t agree with him.” 

“ Why, Camclen ! ” said Miss Winifred, “ Griffin 
and his wife told me only to-day, that Mr Tyke 
said they should have no more coals if they came 
to hear you preach.” 
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Mrs Farebrother laid down her knitting, which 
she had resumed after her small allowance of tea 
and toast, and looked at her son as if to say “ You 
hear that?” Miss Noble said, “Oh, poor things! 
poor things!” in reference, probably, to the double 
loss of Reaching and coal. But the Vicar answered 
quietly — 

“ That i^ because they are not my parishioners. 
And I don't think my sermons are worth a load of 
coals to them.” 

“ Mr Lydgate,” said Mrs Farebrother, who could 
not let this pass, “ you don’t know my son : he 
always undervalues himself. I tell him he is under- 
valuing the God who made him, and made him a 
most excellent preacher.” 

“That must be a hint for mo to take Mr Lydgate 
away to my study, mother,” said the Vicar, laugh- 
ing. “I promised to show you my collection,” he 
added, turning to Lydgate ; “ shall we go ?” 

All three ladies remonstrated. Mr Lydgate ought 
not to be hurried a \v?y without being allowed to 
accept another cup of tea : Miss Winifred had abund- 
ance of good tea in the pot. Why was Camden in 
such liable to take a visitor to his den ? There was 
nothing but pickled vermin, and drawers full of blue- 
bottles and moths, with no carpet on the floor. Mr 
Lydgate must excuse it. A game at cribbago would 
bo far better. In short, it \va* plain that a vicar 
might be adored by his womankind the king of 
men and preachers, and yet be held by them to 
stand in much need of their direction. Lydgate, 
with the usual shallowness of a young bachelor, 
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wondered that Mr Farebrother had not taught them 
better. 

“ My mother is not used to my having visitors 
who can take any interest in my hobbies,” said the 
Vicar, as ho opened the door of his study, which 
was indeed* as bare of luxuries for tho b^y as the 
ladies had implied, unless a short porcelain pipe and 
a tobacco-box were to be excepted. 

“ Men of your profession don’t generally smoke,” 
ho said. Lydgate smiled and shook his head. “ Nor 
of mine either, properly, I suppose. You will hear 
that pipe alleged against me by Bulstrode and Com- 
pany. They don’t know how pleased the devil would 
be if I gave it up.” # 

“ I understand. You are of an excitable temper 
and want a sedative. I am heavier, and should get 
idle with it. I should rush into idleness, and stag- 
nate there with all my might.” 

“And you mean to give it all to your work. I 
am some ten or twelve years older than you, and 
have come to a compromise. 1 feed a weakness 
or two lest they should get clamorous. See,” 
continued the Vicar, opening several small drawers, 
“I fancy I have made an exhaustive study .of the 
entomology of this district. I am going on both 
with the fauna and flora ; but I have at least done 
my insects well. We are singularly rich in orthop- 
tera : I don’t kno T *- whether — Ah ! you have got 
hold of that ^lass jar — you are fooking into that 
instead of my drawers. You don’t really care about 
these things ? ” 

“Not by the side of this lovely anencephaloua 
VOL. I. % 2 
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monster. I have never had time to give myself 
much to natural history. I was early bitten with 
an interest in structure, and it is what lies most 
directly in my profession. I have no hobby besides. 

I have the sea to swim in there.” 

“Ah I 1 you are a happy fellow,” said Mr Fare- 
brother, turning on his heel and beginning to fill 
his pipe. . “ You don't know what it is to want 
spiritual tobacco — bad emendations of old texts, or 
small items about a variety of Aphis Brassiccz , with* 
the well-known signature of Philomicron, for tho 
1 Twaddler's Magazino;' or a learned treatise on 
the entomology of the Pentateuch, including all the 
insects not mentioned, but probably met with by 
tho Israelites in their passage through tho desert ; 
•with a monograph on the Ant, as treated by Solo- 
mon, showing the harmony of the Kook of Proverbs 
with the results of modern research. You don't mind 
my fumigating'you?" 

Lydgate was more surprised at tho openness of 
this talk than at its,. implied meaning — that tho 
Vicar felt himself not altogether in the right voca- 
tion. The neat fitting -up of drawers and shelves, 
and tlie^ bookcase filled with expensive illustrated 
books on Natural History, made him think again of 
the winnings at cards and their destination.* But 
ho was beginning to wish that the very best con- 
struction of everything that *Mr Farebrother did 
should be the* true one. The Vitar’s frankness 
seemed not of the repulsive sort that comes from 
an uneasy consciousness 1 seekifcg to forestall the 
judgment of others, but simply the relief of a desire 
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to do with as little pretence as possible. Apparently 
he was not without a sense that his freedom of speech 
might seem premature, for lie presently said — 

“ I have not yet told you that I have the advan- 
tage of you, Mr Lydgate, and know you better than 
you know mo. You remember Trawley who shared 
your apartment at Paris for some time ? I was a 
correspondent of his, and he told me a good deal 
about you. I was not quite sure when you first 
came that you were the same man. I was very glad 
when I found that you were. Only I don’t forget 
that you liavo not had the like prologue about me.” 

Lydgate divined some delicacy of feeling here, 
but did not half understand it. “ By the way, 1 ’ ho 
said, u what has become of Trawley ? I have quite 
lost sight of him. He was hot on the French social 
systems, and talked of going to the Backwoods to 
found a sort of Pythagorean community. Is lie 
gone ? ” 

il Not at all. He is practising at a German bath, 
and has married a rich patient.” 

“ Then my notions wear the best, so far,” said 
Lydgate, with a short scornful laugh. “ He would 
have it, the medical profession was an inevitable 
system of humbug. I said, the fault was in the 
men — men who truckle to lies and folly. Instead 
of preaching against humbug outside the walls, it 
might be better to *et up a disinfecting apparatus 
within. In sfiort — I am reporting my own con- 
versation — you may be sure I had all the good 
sense on my side.’* 

“ Your scheme is a good deal more difficult to 
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carry out than the Pythagorean community, though. 
You have not only got the old Adam in yourself 
against you, but you have got all those descendants 
of the original Adam who form the society around 
you. You see, I have paid twelve or thirteen years 
more than you for my knowledge of difficulties. 
But ” — Mr Parebrother broke off a moment, and 
then added, “ you are eyeing that glass vase again. 
Do you want to make an exchange ? You shall not 
have it without a fair barter.” 

“I have some sea-mice — fine specimens — in spirits. 
And T will throw in JJobort Brown’s now thing — 
1 Microscopic Observations on the Pollen of Plants’ 
— if you don’t happen to have it already.” 

“.Why, seeing how you long for the monster, 1 
might ask a higher price. Suppose T ask you to 
look through my drawers and agree with me about 
all my new species ? ” The Vicar, while he talked 
in this way, alternately moved about with his pipe 
in his mouth, and returned to hang rather fondly 
over his drawers. “ That would be good discipline, 
you know, for a young doctor who has to please his 
patients in Middlemarch. You must learn to be 
bored, .remember. However, you shall have the 
monster on your own terms.” 

u Don’t you think men overrate tlie necessity f ;r 
humouring everybody’s nonsense, till they get des- 
pised by the very fools they humour?” said Lydgate, 
moving to Mr Parebrother’s side, an& looking rather 
absently at the insects ranged in fine gradation, 
with names subscribed in exquisite writing. “ The 
shortest way is to make vour value felt, so that 
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people must put up with you whether you flatter 
them or not.” 

“ With all my heart. But then you must be sure 
of having the value, and you must keep yourself 
independent. Very lew men can do that. Either 
you slip out of service altogether, and become good 
for nothing, or you wear the harness and draw a 
good deal where your yoke-fellows pull you. But 
do look at these delicate orthoptera ! ” 

Lydgate had after all to give some scrutiny to 
each drawer, the Vicar laughing at himself, and yet 
persisting in the exhibition. 

* “ Apropos of what you said about wearing har- 
ness,” Lydgate began, after they had sat down, 
“ I made up my mind some time ago to do with 
as little of it as possible. That was why I deter- 
mined not to try anything in London, for a good 
many years at least. I didn’t like what I saw when 
I was studying there — so much empty bigwiggism, 
and obstructive trickery. In the country, people 
have less pretension to knowledge, and are less of 
companions, but for that reason they affect one’s 
amour-propre less : one makes less bad blood, and 
can follow one’s own course more quietly/' • 

“ Yes — well— you have got a good start ; you are 
in the right profession, the work you feel yourself 
most fit for. Some people miss that, and repent too 
late. But you must hot be too sure of keeping your 
independence.”* 

• “You mean of family ties?” said Lydgate, con- 
ceiving that these might press rather tightly on 
Mr Farebrother. 
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“Not altogether. Of course they make many 
things more difficult. But a good wife — a good 
unworldly woman — may really help a man, and 
keep him more independent. There’s a parishioner 
of mine — a fine fellow, but who would hardly have 
pulled through as lie has done without his wife. 
Do you 'know tho Garths ? I think they were not 
Peacock’s patien ts.” 

“ Nu ; biit there is a Miss Garth at old Feather- 
stone’s, at Lowick.” 

“ Their daughter: an excellent girl.’’ 

“ She is very quiet — I have hardly noticed 
her.” 

“ She has taken notice of you, though, depend 
upon it.” 

“ I don’t understand,” said Lydgate ; lie could 
hardly say “Of course.” 

“ Oh, sho gauges everybody. I prepared her for 
confirmation — she is a favourite of mine.” 

Mr Farebro tlier puffed a few moments in silence, 
Lydgato not caring to know more about the Garths. 
At last the Vicar laid down his pipe, stretched out 
his legs, and turned his bright eyes with a smile 
towards* Lydgate, saying — 

“ But we Middlemarchers are not so tamo as you 
take us to be. We have our intrigues and our 
parties. I am a party man, for example, and Bui- 
strode is another. If you vdte for me you will 
offend Bui strode.” 

“What is there against^Bulstrode ? ” said Lydgate,* 
emphatically. 

“ I did not say there was anything against him 
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except that. If you vote against him you will 
make him your enemy.” 

“ I don’t know that I need mind about that,” said 
Lydgate, rather proudly ; “ but he seems to have 
good ideas about hospitals, and ho spends large 
sums on useful public objects. He might help me 
a good deal in carrying out my ideas, A s to his 
religious notions — why, as Voltaire said, incantations 
will destroy a flock of sheep if administered with a 
certain quantity of arsenic. I look for the man who 
will bring the arsenic, and don’t mind about his 
incantations.” 

■ u Very good. But then you must not offend your 
arsenic-man. You will not offend mo, you know,” 
said Mr Farebrother, quite unaffectedly. “ I don’t 
translate my own convenience into other people’s 
duties. I am opposed to Bulstrode in many ways. 
I don’t like the set he belongs to : they are a narrow 
ignorant set, and do more to make their neighbours 
uncomfortable than to make them better. Their 
system is a sort of worldly -spiritual cliqueism : they 
really look on the rest of mankind as a doomed 
carcass which is to nourish them for heaven. But,” 
lie added, smilingly, “ I don’t say that Bulstaode’s 
new hospital is a bad tiling ; and as to his wanting 
to oust me from the old one — why, if he thinks me 
a mischievous fellow, he is only returning a compli- 
ment. And I am nut a model clergyman — only a 
decent makeshift.” 

Lydgate was not at all sure that the Vicar ma- 
ligned himself. A # model clergyman, like a model 
doctor, ought to think his own profession the finest 
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in the world, and take all knowledge as mere nour- 
ishment to his moral pathology and therapeutics. 
He only said, 1 What reason does Bulstrode give 
for superseding you?” 

“ That I don't teach his opinions — which he calls 
spiritual religion ; and that I have no time to spare. 
Both stafements are true. But then I could make 
time, and I should be glad of the forty pounds. 
That is the plain fact of the case. But let us dis- 
miss it. I only wanted to tell you that if you vote 
for your arsenic-man, you are not to cut mo in con- 
sequence. T can’t spare you. You are a sort of 
circumnavigator como to settle among us, and will 
keep up my belief in the antipodes. Now tell me 
all about them in Paris.” 
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“ Oh, sir, the loftiest hopes on earth 
Draw lots with meaner hopes : heroic breasts, 
Breathing bad air, run risk of pestilence ; 

Or, lacking lime-juice when they cross the Line, 
May languish with the scurvy.*' 


Some weeks passed after this conversation before 
the question of the chaplaincy gathered any prac- 
tical import for Lydgate, and without telling him- 
self the reason, he deferred the predetermination on 
which side ho should give his vote. It would really 
have been a matter of total indifference to him — that 
is to say, he would have takep the more convenient 
side, and given his vote for the appointment of Tyke 
without any hesitation — if he had not cared person- 
ally for Mr Farebrother. 

But his liking for the Vicar of St Botolph’s grew 
with growing Acquaintances! lip. That, entering into* 
Lydgate’s position as a new-comer who had his own 
professional objects tp secure, Mr Farebrother should 
have taken pakis rather to warn off than to obtain 
his interest, showed an unusual delicacy and gene- 
rosity, which Lydgttte’s nature was keenly alive to. 
It went along with other points of conduct in Mr 
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Farebrother which were exceptionally fine, and made 
his character resemble those southern landscapes 
which seem divided between natural grandeur and 
social slovenliness. Very few men could have been 
as filial and chivalrous as he was to the mother, 
aunt, and sister, whose dependence on him had in 
many ways shaped his life rather uneasily for him- 
self; few men who feel the pressure of small needs 
aro so nobly resolute not to dress up their inevit- 
ably self-interested desires in a pretext of better 
motives. In these matters he was conscious that 
his life would bear the closest scrutiny ; and per- 
haps the consciousness encouraged a little defiance 
towards the critical strictness of persons whose 
celestial intimacies seemed not to improve their 
domestic manners, and whose lofty aims were not 
needed to account for their actions. Then, his 
preaching was ingenious and pithy, like the preach- 
ing of the English Church in its robust age, and 
his sermons were delivered without book. People 
outside his parish went to hear him ; and, since to 
fill the church was always the most difficult part 
of a clergyman’s function, hero was another ground 
for a careless sense of superiority. Besides, he was 
a likeable man : sweet-tempered, ready-witted, frank, 
without grins of suppressed bitterness ' or other con- 
versational flavours which make half of us an afflic- 
tion to our friends. Lydgato Jiked him heartily, 
and wished for his friendship. 

With this feeling uppermost, he continued to 
waive the question of th<S chaplaincy, and to per- 
suade himself that it was not only no proper busi- 
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ness of his, but likely enough never to vex him 
v/ith a demand for his vote. Lydgate, at Mr Bui- 
strode’s request, was laying down plans for the 
internal arrangements of the new hospital, and the 
two were often in consultation. The banker was 
always presupposing that lie could count in general 
on Lydgate as a coadjutor, but made no special 
recurrence to the coming decision between Tyke 
and Farebro tlier. When the General Board of the 
Infirmary had met, however, and Lydgate had notice 
that the question of the chaplaincy was thrown on 
a council of the directors and medical men, to meet 
on the following Friday, lie had a vexed sense that 
he must make up his mind on this trivial Middle- 
march business, lie could not help hearing within 
him the distinct declaration that Bulstrodo was 
prime minister, and that the Tyke affair was a 
question of offico or no office ; and he could not 
help an equally pronounced dislike to giving up the 
prospect of office. For his observation was con- 
stantly confirming Mr Fare brother’s assurance that 
the banker would not overlook opposition. u Con- 
found their petty politics ! ” was one of his thoughts 
for three mornings in the meditative process.of shav- 
ing, when he had begun to feel that he must really 
hold a court of conscience on this matter. Certainly 
there were valid things to bo said against the elec- 
tion of Mr Farebro ther : he had too much on his 
hands already especially considefing how much 
time he spent on non- clerical occupations. Then 
again it was a continually repeated shock, disturb- 
ing Lydgate’s esteem, that the Vicar should obvb 
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ously play for the sake of money, liking the play 
indeed, but evidently liking some end which it served. 
Mr Farebrother contended on theory for the desir- 
ability of all games, and said that Englishmen’s wit 
was stagnant for want of them ; but Lydgate felt 
certain that ho would have played very much less 
but for the money. Tlioro was a billiard-room at 
the Green Dragon, which some anxious mothers and 
wives regarded as the chief temptation in Middle- 
march. The Vicar was a first-rate billiard -player, 
and though he did not frequent the Green Dragon, 
there were reports that he had sometimes been there 
in the daytime and had won money. And as to the 
chaplaincy, he did not pretend that he cared for 
it, except for the sake of the forty pounds. Lyd- 
gate was no Puritan, but he did not care for play, 
and winning money at it had always seemed a mean- 
ness to him ; besides, he had an ideal of life which 
made this subservience of conduct to the gaining 
of small sums thoroughly hateful to him. Hitherto 
in his own life his wants had been supplied without 
any trouble to himself, and his first impulse was 
always to be liberal with half-crown $ as matters of 
no importance to a gentleman ; it had never occurred 
to him to devise a plan for getting half-crowns. He 
had always known in a general way that he was 
not rich, but lie had never felt poor, and lie had 
no power of imagining the part which the want 
money plays in* determining the actions of men. 
Money had never been a motive to him. Hence 
he was nqjb ready to frame excuses for this delib- 
erate pursuit of small gains. It was altogether 



BOOK II. OLD AND YOUNG. 


273 


repulsive to him, and he never entered into any 
calculation of the ratio between the Vicar's income 
and his more or less necessary expenditure. It was 
possible that he would not have made such a cal- 
culation in his own case. 

And now, when the question of voting had come, 
this repulsive fact told more strongly against Mr 
Farebrotlier than it had done before. One would 
know much better what to do if men’s characters 
were more consistent, and especially if one’s iriends 
were invariably tit for any function they desired to 
undertake ! Lydgate was convinced that if thero 
had been no valid objection to Mr Farebrotlier, he 
would have voted for him, whatever Bulstrode might 
have felt on the subject : he did not intend to be a 
vassal of Bulstrode’s. On the other hand, there was 
Tyke, a man entirely given to his clerical office, who 
was simply curate at a chapel of ease in St Peter’s 
parish, and had time for extra duty. Nobody had 
anything to say against Mr Tyke, except that they 
could not bear him, and suspected him of cant. 
Keally, from his point of view, Bulstrode wa 3 
thoroughly justified. 

But whichever way Lydgate began to # incline, 
there was something to make him wince : and being 
a proud man* ho was a little exasperated at being 
obliged to wince. lie did not like frustrating his 
6wn best purposes #by getting on bad terms with 
fful strode ; h<f did not like votir% against Fare- 
brother, and helping to deprive him of function and 
salary ; and tho question Occurred whether the ad- 
ditional forty pounds might not leave the Vicar 
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free from that ignoble care about winning at cards. 
Moreover, Lydgate did not like the consciousness 
that in voting for Tyke he should be voting on the 
side obviously convenient for himself. But would 
the end really be his own convenience? Other 
people would say so, and would allege that he was 
currying favour with Bulstrode for the sake of mak- 
ing himself important and getting on in the world. 
What then? He for his own part knew that if his 
personal prospects simply had been concerned, he 
would not have cared a rotten nut for the banker’s 
friendship or enmity. What he really eared for was 
a medium for his work, a vehicle for his ideas ; and 
after all, was he not bound to prefer the object of 
getting a good hospital, where ho could demonstrate 
the specific distinctions of fever and test therapeutic 
results, before anything else connected with this 
chaplaincy? For the first time Lydgate was feeling 
the hampering threadlike pressure of small social 
conditions, and their frustrating complexity. At 
the end of his inward debate, when he set out for 
the hospital, his hope was really in the chance that 
discussion might somehow give a new aspect to the 
question, and make the scale dip so as to exclude 
the necessity for voting. I think he trusted a little 
also to the energy which is begotten by circum- 
stances — some feeling rushing warmly and making 
resol vo easy, while debate intcool blood had on£y 
made it more difficult. However it fvas, he did not 
distinctly say to himself on which side he would 
vote ; and all the while he waS inwardly resenting 
the subjection which had been forced upon him . It 
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would have seemed beforehand like a ridiculous 
piece of bad logic that he, witli his unraixed resolu- 
tions of independence and his select purposes, would 
find himself at the very outset in the grasp of petty 
alternatives, each of which was repugnant to him. 
In his student’s chambers, he had prearranged his 
social action quite differently. 

Lydgate was lato in setting out, but Dr Sprague, 
the two other surgeons, and several of the directors 
had arrived early; Mr Ihilstrode, treasurer and chair- 
man, being among those who were still absent. The 
conversation seemed to imply that the issue was prob- 
lematical, and that a majority for Tyke was not so 
certain as had been generally supposed. The two 
physicians, for a wonder, turned out to be unani- 
mous, or rather, though of different minds, they 
concurred in action. Dr Sprague, the rugged and 
weighty, was, as every one had foreseen, an adherent 
of Mr Farebrother. The Doctor was more than sus- 
pected of having no religion, but somehow Middle- 
march tolerated this deficiency in him as if he had 
been a Lord Chancellor ; indeed it is probable that 
his professional weight was the more believed in, 
the world-old association of cleverness witluthp evil 
principle bein^ still potent in the minds even of 
lady-patients who had the strictest ideas of frilling 
and sentiment. It was perhaps this negation in the 
lector which made •his neighbours call him hard- 
headed and dr^-witted ; conditions flf texture which 
were also held favourable to the storing of judg- 
ments connected With drugs. At all events, it is 
certain that if any medical man had come to Middle- 
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march with the reputation of having very definite 
religious views, of being given to prayer, and of 
otherwise showing an active piety, there would have 
been a general presumption against his medical skill. 

On this ground it was (professionally speaking) 
fortunate for Dr Minchiu that his religious sym- 
pathies were of a general kind, and such as gave 
a distant medical sanction to all serious sentiment, 
whether of Church or Dissent, rather than any ad- 
hesion to particular tenets. If Mr Bulstrode in- 
sisted, as he was apt to do, on the Lutheran doc- 
trine of justification, as that by which a Church 
must stand or fall, Dr Minchin in return was quite 
suro that man was not a mere machine or a for- 
tuitous conjunction of atoms ; if Mrs Wimple in- 
sisted on a particular providence in relation to her 
stomach complaint, Dr Minchin for his part liked 
to keep the menial windows open and objected to 
fixed limits ; if the Unitarian brewer jested about 
the Atlmnasian Creed, Dr Minchin quoted Pope's 
1 Essay on Man.' 1 fe objected to the rather free 
style of anecdote in which Dr Sprague indulged, 
preferring well - sanctioned quotations, and liking 
refinement of all kinds : it was generally known 
that ho had some kinship to a bishop, and some- 
times spent his holidays at “ the palace.” 

Dr Minchin was soft-handed, pale-complexioned, 
and of rounded outline, not* to be distinguished 
from a mild cl <?tgy man in appearance : whereas *t)r 
Sprague was superfluously tall ; his trousers got 
creased at the knees, and shoved an excess of boot 
at a time when straps seemed necessary to any 
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dignity of bearing ; you heard him go in and out, 
and up and down, as if ho had come to see after tlio 
roofing. In short, ho had weight, and might be 
expected to grapplo with a disease and throw it ; 
while Dr Minchin might be better able to detect it 
lurking and to circumvent it. They enjoyed about 
equally tho mysterious privilege of medical reputa- 
tion, and concealed with much etiquette their con- 
tempt for each other’s skill. Regarding themselves 
as Middlemarch institutions, they were ready to 
combine against all innovators, and against non- 
professionals given to interference. On this ground 
they were both in their hearts equally averse to Mr 
Bulstrode, though Dr Minchin had never been in 
open hostility with him, and never differed from him 
without elaborate explanation to Mrs Bulstrode, who 
had found that Dr Minchin alone understood her 
constitution. A layman who pried into the profes- 
sional conduct of medical mon, and was always 
obtruding his reforms, — though ho was less' directly 
eriibarrassing to tho t\m physicians than to the sur- 
geon-apothecaries who attended paupers by contract, 
was nevertheless offensive to the professional nostril 
as such; and Dr Minchin shared fully in tho .new 
pique against Bulstrode, excited by his apparent de- 
termination to patronise Lydgate. The long-estab- 
lished practitioners, Mr Wrench and Mr Toller, 
were just now standing apart and having a friendly 
colloquy, in wftich they agreed theft Lydgate was 
a jackanapes, just made tp serve Bulstrode’s pur- 
pose. To non -medical friends they had already 
concurred in praising the other young practitioner, 
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who had come into the town on Mr Peacock's re- 
tirement without further recommendation than his 
own merits and such argument for solid professional 
acquirement as might be gathered from his having 
apparently wasted no time on other branches of 
knowledge. It was clear that Lydgate, by not dis- 
pensing drugs, intended to cast imputations on his 
equals, and also to obscure the limit between his 
own rank as a general practitioner and that of the 
physicians, who, in the interest of the profession, 
felt bound to maintain its various grades. Espe- 
cially against a man who had not been to either 
of the English universities and enjoyed the absence 
of anatomical and bedside study there, but came 
with a libellous pretension to experience in Edin- 
burgh and Paris, where observation might be abun- 
dant indeed, but hardly sound. 

Thus it happened that on this occasion Bulstrode 
became identified with Lydgate, and Lydgate with 
Tyke ; and owing to this variety of interchangeable 
names for the chaplamcy qi#cstion, diverse minds 
were enabled to form the same judgment concern- 
ing it. 

Dr Sprague said at once bluntly to the group 
assembled when he entered, 11 1 go for Farebrother. 
A salary, with all my heart. But why take it from 
the Vicar? He has none too much — has to insure 
his life, besides keeping house/ and doing a vicar's 
charities. Put forty pounds in his pocket and you'll 
do no harm. He's a gopd fellow, is Farebrother, 
with as little of the parson about him as will serve 
to carry orders." 
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€t Ho, lio 1 Doctor,” said old Mr Powderell, a re- 
tired ironmonger of some standing — liis interjection 
being something between a laugh and a Parlia- 
mentary disapproval ; “wo must let you have 
your say. But what we have to consider is not 
anybody’s income — it’s the souls of the poor sick 
people ” — here Mr Powderell’ s voice and face had 
a sincere pathos in them. “ He is a real Gospel 
preacher, is Mr Tyke. I should vote against my 
conscience if I voted against Mr Tyke — I should 
indeed.” 

“Mr Tyke’s opponents have not asked any one 
to vote against his conscience, I believe,” said Mr 
Hackbutt, a rich tanner of fluent speech, whose 
glittering spectacles and erect hair were turned with 
some severity towards innocent Mr Powderell. “ But 
in my judgment it believes us, as Directors, to con- 
sider whether we will regard it as our whole business 
to carry out propositions emanating from a single 
quarter. Will any member of the committee aver 
that he would have entertained the idea of displac- 
ing the gentleman who has always discharged the 
function of chaplain here, if it had not been sug- 
gested to him by parties whose disposition, it^ is to 
regard every institution of this town as a machinery 
for carrying out their own views ? I tax no man’s 
motives : let them lie between himself and a higher 
Tower; but I do s^, that there are influences at 
work here whifch are incompatible With genuine in- 
dependence, and that a crawling servility is usually 
dictated by circumstances 'which gentlemen so con- 
ducting themselves could not afford either morally 



280 


MID]} LEM ARCH. 


or financially to avow. I myself am a layman, but 
I have given no inconsiderable attention to the divi- 
sions in the Church and . . 

“ Oh, damn the divisions!” burst in Mr Frank 
Hawley, lawyer and town -clerk, who rarely pre 
scnted himself at the board, but now looked in 
hurriedly, whip in hand. “We have nothing to do 
with them here. Farebrotlier has been doing the 
work — what there was — without pay, and if pay is 
to be given, it should be given to him. I call it a 
confounded job to take the thing away from Fare- 
brother.” 

“I think it would bo as well for gentlemen not 
to give their remarks a personal bearing,” said Mr 
Plymdale. “I shall vote for the appointment of 
Mr Tyke, but I should not have known, if Mr 
Hackbntt hadn’t hinted it, that I was a Servile 
Crawler.” 

“I disclaim any personalities. I expressly said, 
if I may be allowed to repeat, or even to conclude 
what I was about to say ” 

“Ah, here’s Mincliin ! ” said Mr Frank Hawley; 
at which everybody turned away from Mr Hack- 
butt, leading him to feel the uselessness of superior 
gifts in Middlemareh. “ Come, Doctor, I must have 
you on tho right side, oh?” 

“ I hope so,” said Dr Minchin, nodding and shak- 
ing hands here and there ; “ at whatever cost to 
my feelings.” * * 

“ If there’s any feeling here, it should be feeling 
for the man who is turned out, 1 ' I think,” said Mr 
Frank Hawley. 
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“ I confess I have feelings on the other side also, 
I have a divided esteem,” said Dr Minchin, rubbing 
his hands. “I consider Mr Tyke an exemplary 
man — none more so — and I believe him to be pro- 
posed from unimpeachable motives. I, for my part, 
wish that I could give him my vote. But I am 
constrained to take a view of the case which gives 
the preponderance to Mr Fare-brother’ s claims. He 
is an amiable man, an able preacher, and has been 
longer among us.” 

Old Mr Powderell looked on, sad and silent. Mr 
Plymdale settled his cravat, uneasily. 

“You don’t set up Farebrother as a pattern of 
what a clergyman ought to be) I hope,” said Mr 
Larcher, the eminent carrier, who had just come 
in. “ I have no Ill-will towards him, but I think 
we owe something to the public, not to speak of 
anything higher, in these appointments. In my 
opinion Farebrother is too lax for a clergyman. I 
don’t wish to bring up particulars against him ; 
but he will make a little attendance here go as far 
as he can.” 

“ And a devilish deal better than too much,” said 
Mr Hawley, whose bad language was notorious in 
that part of the county. “ Sick people can’t bear 
so much praying and preaching. And that inetlio- 
distical sort of religion is bad for the spirits — bad 
for the inside, eh?” he added, turning quickly 
tound to the four medical men wh<t were assembled* 

But any answer was dispensed with by the 
entrance of thre& gentlemen, with whom there 
were greetings more or less cordial. These v/ero 
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the Reverend Edward Thesiger, Rector of St 
Peter’s, Mr Bulstrode, and our friend Mr Brooke 
of Tipton, who had lately allowed himself to be 
put on the board of directors in his turn, but had 
nover before attended, his attendance now being 
due to Mr Bulstrode’s exertions. Lydgate was the 
only person still expected. 

Every one now sat down, Mr Bulstrode presiding, 
pale and self- restrained as usual. Mr Thesiger, a 
moderate evangelical, wished for the appointment 
of his friend Mr Tyke, a zealous able man, who, 
officiating at a chapel of ease, had not a cure of 
souls too extensive to leave him ample time for the 
new duty. It was desirable that chaplaincies of 
this kind should bo entered on with a fervent 
intention : they were peculiar * opportunities for 
spiritual influence ; and while it was good that a 
salary should be allotted, there was the more need 
for scrupulous watching lest the office should bo 
perverted into a mere question of salary. Mr 
Thesiger’s manner h^d so much quiet propriety 
that objectors could only simmer in silence. 

Mr Brooke believed that everybody meant well in 
the njatter. He had not himself attended to the 
affairs of the Infirmary, though he had a strong 
interest in whatever was for the benefit of Middle- 
march, and was most happy to meet the gentlemen 
present on any public question — “ any public ques- 
tion. you know, v Mr Brooke repeated, with his nod 
of perfect understanding. “ I am a good deal occu- 
pied as a magistrate, and" in the' collection of docu- 
mentary evidence, but I regard my time as being 
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at the disposal of the public — and, in short, my 
friends have convinced me that a chaplain with 
a salary — a salary, you know — is a very good 
thing, and I am happy to bo able to come here 
and vote for the appointment of Mr Tyke, who, 
I understand, is an unexceptionable man, apostolic 
and eloquent and everything of that kind — and I 
am the last man to withhold my vote — under the 
circumstances, you know.” 

“ It seems to mo that you have been crammed 
with one side of the question, Mr Brooke,” said 
Mr Frank Hawley, who was afraid of nobody, and 
was a Tory suspicious of electioneering intentions. 
“ You don’t seem to know that one of the worthiest 
men we have has been doing duty as chaplain here 
for years without * pay, and that Mr Tyke is pro- 
posed to supersede him.” 

“Excuse me, Mr Hawley,” said Mr Bulstrode. 
“Mr Brooke has been fully informed of Mr Fare- 
brother’s character and position.” 

“ By his enemies,” flashed *>ut Mr Hawley. 

“ I trust there is no personal hostility concerned 
here,” said Mr Thesiger. 

“ I’ll swear there is, though,” retorted Mr .Hawley. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr Bulstrode, in a subdued 
tone, “the merits of the question may be very 
briefly stated, and if any one present doubts that 
every gentleman wh® is about to give his vote has 
not been fully* informed, I can no recapitulate the 
considerations that should weigh on either side.” 

“I don’t see th^good of that,” said Mr Hawley. 
“ I suppose we all know whom we mean to vote for. 
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Any man who wants to do justice does not wait till 
the last minute to hear both sides of the question. 
I have no ‘time to lose, and I propose that the matter 
be put to the vote at once.” 

A brief but still hot discussion followed before 
each person wrote u Tyke ” or “ Farebrother " on a 
piece of paper and slipped it into a glass tumbler ; and 
in the mean time Mr 13 uls trode saw Lydgate enter.' 

“ I perceive that the votes are equally divided at 
present,” said Mr Bulstrode, in a clear biting voice. 
Then, looking up at Lydgate — 

“ There is a casting-vote still to be given. It is 
yours, Mr Lydgate : will you bo good enough to 
write ? ” 

“The thing is settled now,” said Mr Wrench, 
rising. u We all know how Mr Lydgate will vote.” 

“ You seem to speak with some peculiar meaning, 
sir,” said Lydgate, rather defiantly, and keeping his 
pencil suspended. 

“ I merely mean that you are expected to vote 
with Mr Bulstrode. ^>o you regard that meaning 
as offensive?” 

u It may be offensive to others. But I shall not 
desist from voting with him on that account.” 

Lydgate immediately wroto down “ Tyke.” 

So the Rev. Walter Tyke became chaplain to the 
Infirmary, and Lydgate continued to work with Mr 
Bulstrode. He was really uncertain whether Tyke 
were not the more suitable candidate, and yet his 
consciousness told him that if he had been quite 
free from indirect bias he should have voted for Mr 
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Farebrother. The affair of the chaplaincy remained 
a sore point in his memory as a case in which this 
petty medium of Middlemarch had been too strong 
for him. How could a man be satisfied with a 
decision between such alternatives and under such 
circumstances? No more than lie can be satisfied 
with his hat, which lie has chosen from among such 
sliapes as the resources of the fige offer him, wear- 
ing it at best with a resignation which is chiefly 
supported by comparison. 

But Mr Farebrother met him with the same 
friendliness as before. The character of tho pub- 
lican and sinner is not always practically incom- 
patible with that of the modern Pharisee, for tho 
majority of us scarcely see more distinctly tho 
faultiness of our own conduct than the faultiness 
of our own arguments, or the dulness of our own 
jokes. But the Vicar of St Botolph’s had certainly 
escaped llie slightest tincture of the Pharisee, and 
by dint of admitting to himself that ho was too 
much as other men were, ha had become remark- 
ably unlike them in this — that he could excuse 
others for thinking slightly of him, and could judge 
impartially of their conduct even when ,it f told 
against him. 

“ The world* has been too strong far me , I know,” 
he said one day to Lydgate. “ But then I am not 
a mighty man — I slmll never be a man of renown. 
The choice of Hercules is a prett^fable ; but Pro- 
dicus makes it easy work for the hero, as if the first 
resolves were enough. Another story says that he 
came to hold the distaff, and at last wore the Nessus 

VOL, I. K 



286 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


shirt. I suppose one good resolve might keep a 
man right if everybody else’s resolve helped him.” 

The Vicar’s talk was not always inspiriting: lie 
had escaped being a Pharisee, but he had not 
escaped that low estimate of possibilities which we 
rather hastily arrive at as an inference from our own 
failure. Lydgate thought that there was a pitiable 
infirmity of will in Mr Farebrother. 
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“ Laltra vedete ch’lm fatto alia guancia 
Della sua palma, sospiraudo, letto.” 

—Purgatorio, rii. 


When George the Fourth was still reigning over the 
privacies of Windsor, when the Duko of Wellington 
was Prime Minister, and Mr Vincy was mayor of 
the old corporation in Middlemarch, Mrs Casaubon, 
born Dorothea Brooke, had taken her wedding 
journey to Borne. In those days the world in 
general was more ignorant of good and evil by 
forty years than it is at present. Travellers did 
not often carry full information on Christian art 
either in their heads or their pockets ; and even 
the most brilliant English critic of the dav mistook 
the flower-flushed tomb of the ascended Virgin for 
an ornamental vase due to the painter’s fancy. Ro- 
manticism, which has helped to fill some dull blanks 
with love and knowledge, had not yet penetrated 
the times with its leaven and entered into every- 
body’s food ; it was fermenting still as a distinguish- 
able vigorous enthusiasm In certain long-haired Ger- 
man artists at Rome, and the youth of other nations 
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who worked or idled near them were sometimes 
caught in the spreading movement. 

One fine morning a young man whose hair was 
not immoderately long, but abundant and curly, and 
who was otherwise English in his equipment, bad 
just turned liis back on the Belvedere Torso in the 
Vatican and was looking out on the magnificent 
view of the mountains from the adjoining round 
vestibule, lie was sufficiently absorbed not to no- 
tice the approach of a dark-eyed, animated German 
who came up to him and placing a hand on his 
shoulder, said with a strong accent, “Como here, 
quick ! else she will have changed her pose.” 

Quickness was ready at the call, and the two 
figures passed lightly along by the Meleager to- 
wards the hall where the reclining Ariadne, then 
called the Cleopatra, lies in the marble voluptuous- 
ness of her beauty, the drapery folding around her 
with a petal-like ease and tenderness. They were 
just in time to see another figure standing against 
a pedestal near the reclining marble : a breathing 
blooming girl, whose form, not shamed by the 
Ariadne, was clad in Quakerish grey drapery ; Tier 
long cloak, fastened at the neck, was thrown -back- 
ward from her arms, and one beautiful ungloved 
hand pillowed her cheek, pushing somewhat back- 
ward the white beaver bonnet which made a sort of 
halo to her face around tlio lV simply braided dark- 
brown liair. She was not looking a t the sculpture, 
probably not thinking of it : her large eyes were 
fixed dreamily on a streak of > sunlight which fell 
across the floor. But she became conscious of the 
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two strangers who suddenly paused as if to con- 
template the Cleopatra, and, without looking at 
them, immediately turned away to join a maid- 
servant and courier who were loitering along the 
hall at a little distance off. 

“ What do you think of that for a fine bit of anti- 
thesis?” said tho German, searching in his friend’s 
face for responding admiration, but going on vdlubly 
without waiting for any other answer. “ There lies 
antique beauty, not corpse-like even in death, but 
arrested in the complete contentment of its sensuous 
perfection : and here stands beauty in its breathing 
life, with the consciousness of Christian centuries 
in its bosom. But she should be dressed as a nun ; 
I think she looks almost what you call a Quaker ; I 
would dress her as a nun in my picture. However, 
she is married ; I saw her wedding-ring on that won- 
derful left hand, otherwise I should have thought the 
sallow Geistlicher was her father. I saw him parting 
from her a good while ago, and just now I found her 
in that magnificent pose. OnlV think ! lie is perhaps 
rich, and would like to have her portrait taken. Ah ! 
it is no use looking after her — there she goes ! Let 
us follow her home ! ” 

“ No, no,” ssyd his companion, with a little frown. 

“You are singular, Ladislaw. You look struck 
together. Do you know her ? ” 

“ I know that she is married to nry cousin,” said 
Will Ladislaw, sauntering down the hall with a pre- 
occupied air, while his Geynan friend kept at his 
side and watched lnm eagerly. 
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u What ! the Geistlicher t He looks more like ail 
uncld — a m'ore useful sort of relation.” 

“ He is not my uncle. I tell you he is my second 
cousin,” said Ladislaw, with some irritation. 

u Sclion, schon. Don’t be snappish. You are not 
angry with me for thinking Mrs Second-Cousin the 
most perfect young Madonna I ever saw?” 

“ Artery ? nonsense. I have only seen her once 
before, for a couple of minutes, when my cousin in- 
troduced her to mo, just before 1 left England. 
They were riot married then. I didn’t know they 
were coming to Home.” 

“ But you will go to see them now — you will find 
out what t-liey have for an address — since you know 
the name. Shall wo go to the post V And you 
could speak about the portrait.” 

“ Confound you, Naumann ! I don’t know what I 
shall do. I am not so brazen as you.” 

“ Bah ! that is because you are dilettantish and 
amateurish. If you were an artist, you would think 
of Mistress Second-Cousin as antique form animated 
by Christian sentiment — a soil of Christian Antigone 
— sensuous force controlled by spiritual passion.” 

“ Yes,' and that your painting her was the chief 
outcome of her existence — the divinity passing into 
higher completeness and all but exhausted in the act 
of covering your bit of canvas. I am amateurish if 
you like : I do not think that* all the universe is 
straining towarefs the obscure significance of your 
pictures.” 

u But it is, my dear ! — so far as it is straining 
through me, Adolf Naumann : that stands firm,” 
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said the good-natured painter, putting a hand on 
Ladislaw’s shoulder, and not in the least disturbed 
by the unaccountable touch of ill-humour in his tone. 
“ See now I My existence presupposes the exist- 
ence of the whole universe — does it not ? and my 
function is to paint — and as a painter I have a con- 
ception which is altogether yenialisch , of your great- 
aunt or second grandmother as a subject for a 
picture ; therefore, the universe is straining towards 
that picture through that particular hook or claw 
which it puts forth in the shape of me — not time?” 

“ But how if another claw in the shape of me is 
straining to thwart it? — the case is a little less 
simple then.” 

“ Not at all : the result of the struggle is the 
same tiling — picture or no picture — logically.” 

Will could not resist this imperturbable temper, 
and the cloud in his free broke into sunshiny laugh- 
ter. 

“Come now, my friend — you will help?”, said 
Naumann, in a hopeful tone. 

“ No 5 nonsense, Naumann ! English ladies are 
not at everybody’s service as models. And you 
want to express too much with your painting* .You 
would only have made a better or worse portrait 
with a background which every connoisseur would 
give a different reason for or against. And what is 
a portrait of a womaif? Your painting and Plastik 
are poor stuff after all. They pertufb and dull con- 
ceptions instead of raising^ them. Language is a 
finer medium.” 

“ Yes, for those who can’t paint,” said Naumann. 
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“There you have perfect right. I did not recom- 
mend you to paint, my friend.” 

The amiable artist carried his sting, but Ladislaw 
did not choose to appear stung. He went on as if 
he had not heard. 

“ Language gives a fuller image, which is all the 
better for being vague. After all, the true seeing 
is witkin; and painting stares at you with an in- 
sistent imperfection. I feel that especially about 
representations of women. As if a woman were 
a mere colouredysuperficies ! You must wait for 
movement and tone. There is a difference in their 
very breathing : they change from moment to mo- 
ment. — This woman whom you have just seen, for 
example : how would you paint her voice, pray ? 
But her voice is much diviner than anything you 
have seen of her.” 

“I see, I see. You are jealous. No man must 
presume to think that he can paint your ideal. This 
is seripus, my friend 1 Your great-aunt ! ‘ Der Neffe 

als Onkel' in a tragio sense — ungeheuer!" 

“ You and I shall quarrel, Naumann, if you call 
that lady my aunt again.” 

“ How is she to be called then ? ” 

“Mrs Casaubon.” 

“ Good. Suppose I get acquainted with her in 
spite of you, and find that she very much wishes to 
be painted?” * 

“Yes, suppose!” said Will Ladislaw, in a con- 
temptuous undertone, intended to dismiss the subject. 
He was conscious of being irritdted by ridiculously 
small causes, which were half of his own creation. 
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Why was he making any fuss about Mrs Casaubon ? 
And yet he felt as if something had happened to 
him with regard to her. There are characters which 
are continually creating collisions and nodes for 
themselves in dramas which nobody is prepared to 
act with them. Their susceptibilities will clash 
against objects that* remain innocently quiet. 
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CHAPTER XX. 


A child forsaken, waking suddenly, 

Wlioso gaze afeard on all things round doth rovo, 
And seeth only that it cannot sen 
The meeting eyes of love. 


Two hours later, Dorothea was seated in an inner 
room or boudoir of a handsome apartment in the 
Via Si st ilia. 

I am sorry to add that she was sobbing bitterly, 
with such abandonment to this relief of an oppressed 
heart as a woman habitually controlled by pride on 
her own account and thoughtfulness for others will 
sometimes allow herself when she feels securely 
alone. And Mr Casaubon was certain to remain 

awav for some time at the Vatican. 

*■ « • 

Yet Dorothea had no distinctly shapen grievance 
that she could state even to herself; and in the 
midst of her confused thought .and passion, the 
mental act that was struggling forth into clearness 
was a self-aceuskig cry that her feelilfg of desolation 
was the fault of her own spiritual poverty. She had 
married the man of her choice, imd with the advan- 
tage over most girls that she had contemplated her 
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marriage chiefly as the beginning of new duties: 
from the very first she had thought of Mr Casaubon 
as having a mind so much above her own, that ho 
must often be claimed by studies which slio could 
not entirely share ; moreover, after the brief narrow 
experience of her girlhood she was beholding Rome, 
the city* of visible history, where the past of a 
whole hemisphere seems moving in funeral proces- 
sion with strange ancestral images and trophies 
gathered from afar. 

But this stupendous fragmentariness heightened 
the dream-like strangeness of her bridal life. Doro- 
thea had now been iivo weeks in Rome, and in the 
kindly mornings when autumn and winter seemed 
to go hand in hand like a happy aged couple one of 
whom would presently survivo in chiller loneliness, 
she had driven about at first with Mr Casaubon, but 
of late chiefly with Tantripp and their experienced 
courier. She had been led through the best galleries, 
had been taken to the chief points of view, had been 
shown the grandest ruins find the most glorious 
churches, and she had ended by oftenest choosing 
to drive out to the Campagna where she could 
feel alone witli the earth and sky, away fVofti the 
oppressive masquerade of ages, in which her own 
life too seemed to become a masque with enigmat- 
ical costumes. 

To those who hcfve looked at ^ Rome with the 
quickening power of a knowledge which breathes a 
growing soul into all historic shapes, and traces out 
the suppressed transitions which unite all contrasts, 
Home may still be the spiritual centre and interpreter 
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of the world. But let them conceive one more 
historical contrast : tho gigantic broken revelations 
of that Imperial and Papal city thrust abruptly on 
the notions of a girl who had been brought up in 
English and Swiss Puritanism, fed on meagre Pro- 
testant histories and on art chiefly of the hand-screen 
sort; a girl whose ardent nature turned all ‘her small 
allowance of knowledge into principles, fusing her 
actions into their mould, and whose quick emotions 
gave the must abstract tilings the quality of a plea- 
sure or a pain ; a girl who had lately become a wife, 
and from the enthusiastic acceptance of untried duty 
found herself plunged in tumultuous preoccupation 
with her personal lot. The weight of unintelligible 
Romo might lie easily on bright nymphs to whom 
it formed a background for the brilliant picnic of 
Anglo -foreign society; but Dorothea had no such 
defence against deep impressions. Ruins and basili- 
cas, palaces and colossi, set in the midst of a sordid 
present, where all that was living and warm-blooded 
seemed sunk in the itecp degeneracy of a supersti- 
tion divorced from reverence ; the dimmer but yet 
eager Titanic life gazing and struggling on walls 
and sterlings ; the long vistas of white forms whose 
marble eyes seemed to hold the monotonous light 
of an alien world : all this vast wreck of ambitious 
ideals, sensuous and spiritual, mixed confusedly with 
the signs of breathing forgetfiftness and degradation, 
at first jarred her as with an electric shock, and 
then urged themselves op her with that ache belong- 
ing to a glut of confused ideas which check the flow 
of emotion. Forms both pale and glowing took 
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possession of her young sense, and fixed themselves 
in her memory even when she was not thinking of 
them, preparing strange associations which remained 
through her after-years. Our moods are apt to bring 
with them images which succeed each other like the 
magic -lantern pictures of a doge ; and in certain 
states of dull forlornness Dorothea all her life con- 
tinued to see the vastness of St Peter s, the huge 
bronze canopy, the excited intention in the attitudes 
and garments of the prophets and evangelists in the 
mosaics above, and the red drapery which was being 
hung for Christmas spreading itself everywhere like 
a disease of the retina. 

Not that this inward amazement of Dorothea’s 
was anything very exceptional : many souls in their 
young nudity are tumbled out among incongruities 
and left to “find their feet” among them, while 
their elders go about their business. Nor can I 
suppose that when Mrs Casaubon is discovered in 
a fit of weeping six weeks after her wedding, the 
situation will be regarded $s tragic. Some dis- 
couragement, some faintness of heart at the new 
real future which replaces the imaginary, is not 
unusual, and we do not expect people to bq deeply 
moved by what is not unusual. That element of 
tragedy which lies in the very fact of frequency, 
has not yet wrought itself into the coarse emotion 
of mankind ; and pethaps our frames could hardly 
bear much of ifc. If we had a keeit vision and feel- 
ing of all ordinary human life, it would be like 
hearing the grass* grow and the squirrel’s heart 
beat, and we should die of that roar which lies on 
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the other side of silence. As it is, the quickest of 
us walk about well wadded with stupidity. 

However, Dorothea was crying, and if she had 
been required to state the cause, she could only 
hare done so in some such general words as 1 have 
already used : to have been driven to be more par- 
ticular would have been like trying to give $ history 
of the lights and shadows ; for that new real future 
which was replacing the imaginary drew its material 
from the endless minutue by which her view of Mr 
Oasaubon and her wifely relation, now that she was 
married to him, was gradually changing with the 
secret motion of a watch -hand from what it had 
been in her maiden dream. It was too early yet 
for her fully to recognise or at least admit, the 
change, still more lor her to have readjusted that 
devotedness which was so necessary a part of her 
mental life that she was almost sure sooner or later 
to recover it. Permanent rebellion, the disorder of 
a life without some loving reverent resolve, was not 
possible to her ; but ^he was now in an interval 
when the very force of her nature heightened its 
confusion. In this way, the early months of mar- 
riage often are times of critical tumult — whether 
that of a shrimp-pool or of deeper waters — which 
afterwards subsides into cheerful pea<5e. 

But w T as not Mr Oasaubon just as learned as 
before? Had his forms of expression changed, or 
his sentiments become less laudable ? «. Oh wayward- 
ness of womanhood ! did his chronology fail him, 
or his ability to state nbt only, a theory but the 
names of those who held it ; or his provision for 
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giving the heads of any subject on demand? And 
was not Rome the place in all the world to give 
free play to such accomplishments? Besides, had 
not Dorothea’s enthusiasm especially dwelt' on the 
prospect of relieving the weight and perhaps the 
sadness with which great tasks lie on him who has 
to achieve* them? — And that such weight piessed 
on Mr Casaubon was only plainer than before. 

All these are crushing questions ; but whatever 
else remained the same, the light had changed, and 
you cannot find the pearly dawn at noonday. The 
fact is unalterable, that a fellow-mortal with whose 
nature you are acquainted solely through the brief 
entrances and exits of a few imaginative weeks 
called courtship, may, when seen in the continuity 
of married companionship, be disclosed as something 
better or worse than what you have preconceived, 
but will certainly not appear altogether the same. 
And it would be astonishing to find how soon the 
change is felt if we had no kindred changes to com- 
pare with it. To share lodgings with a brilliant 
dinner-companion, or to see your favourite politician 
in the Ministry, may bring about changes quite as 
rapid : in these cases too we begin by kpowing 
little and believing much, and we sometimes end 
by inverting the quantities. 

Still, such comparisons might mislead, for no man 
was more incapable flashy make-believe than Mr 
Casaubon : he was as genuine a character as any 
ruminant animal, and he had not actively assisted 
in creating any illusions about himself. How was* 
it that in the weeks since her marriage, Dorothea 
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had not distinctly observed but felt with a stifling 
depression, that the large vistas and wide fresh air 
which she had dreamed of finding in her husband's 
mind were replaced by anterooms and winding 
passages which seemed to lead nowhither ? I sup- 
pose it was that in courtship everything is regarded 
as provisional and preliminary, and the smallest 
sample of virtue or accomplishment is taken to 
guarantee delightful stores which the broad leisure 
of marriage will reveal. But the door-sill of marriage 
once crossed, expectation is concentrated on the pres- 
ent. Having once embarked on your marital voyage, 
it is impossible not to be aware that you make no 
way and that the sea is not within sight — that, in 
fact, you are exploring an enclosed basin. 

In their conversation before marriage, Mr Casau- 
bon had often dwelt on some explanation or ques- 
tionable detail of which Dorothea did not see the 
bearing ; but such imperfect coherence seemed due 
to the brokeimess of their intercourse, and, supported 
by her faith in their future, she had listened with 
fervid patience to a recitation of possible arguments 
to be brought against Mr Oasaubon’s entirely new 
view of the Philistine god Dagon and other fisli- 
deitie's, thinking that hereafter she should see this 
subject which touched him so nearly 'from the same 
high ground whence doubtless it had become so im- 
portant to him. Again, the ^iatter-of-eourse state- 
ment and tone ^>f dismissal with wljich . he treated 
what to her were the most stirring thoughts, was 
Easily accounted for as belonging to the sense of 
haste and preoccupation in which she herself shared 
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during their engagement. But now, since they had 
been in Rome, with all the depths of her emotion 
roused to tumultuous activity, and with life made a 
new problem by new elements, she had been becom- 
ing more and more aware, with a certain terror, that 
her mind was continually sliding into inward fits of 
anger anjl repulsion, or else into forlorn weariness. 
How far the judicious Hooker or any other hero of 
erudition would have been the same at Mr Casau- 
bon’s time of life, she had no means of knowing, 
so that he could not have the advantage of com- 
parison ; but her husband’s way of commenting on 
the strangely impressive objects around them had 
begun to affect her with a sort of mental shiver: 
he had .perhaps the best intention of acquitting him- 
self worthily, but only of acquitting himself. What 
was fresh to her mind was worn out to his ; and 
such capacity of thought and feeling as had ever 
been stimulated in him by the general life of man- 
kind had long shrunk to a sort of dried preparation, 
a lifeless embalmment of knowledge. 

When he said, “ Does this interest you, Doro- 
thea? Shall we stay a little longer? I am ready 
to stay if you wish it,” — it seemed to her as if 
going or staying were alike dreary. Or, “ Should 
you like to *go to the Farnesina, Dorothea ? It 
contains celebrated frescoes designed or painted by 
Raphael, which mosj persons think it worth while 
to visit.” 

“ But do you care about them ? ” was always 
Dorothea’s question. 

“They are, I believe, highly esteemed. Some- 
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of them represent the fable of Cupid and Psyche, 
which is probably the romantic invention of a liter- 
ary period, and cannot, I think, be reckoned as a 
genuine mythical product. But if you like these 
wall-paintings wo can easily drive thither ; and you 
will then, I think, have soon the chief works of 
Raphael, any of which it were a pity to orpit in a 
visit to Rome. He is the painter who has been 
held to combine the most complete grace of form 
with sublimity of expression. Such at least I have 
gathered to be the opinion of conoscenti.” 

This kind of answer given in a measured official 
tone, as of a clergyman reading according to the 
rubric, did not help to justify the glories of the 
Eternal City, or to give her the hope that if she 
know more about them the world would be joy- 
ously illuminated for her. There is hardly any 
contact more depressing to a young ardent crea- 
ture than that of a mind in which years full of 
knowledge seem to have issued in a blank absence 
of interest or sympathy. # 

On other subjects indeed Mr Casaubon showed a 
tenacity of occupation and an eagerness which are 
usually regarded as the effect of enthusiasm, and 
Dorothea was anxious to follow this spontaneous 
direction of his thoughts, instead of being made 
to feel that she dragged him away from it. Blit 
she was gradually ceasing to expect with her for- 
mer delighttul confidence that she slituld see any 
wide opening whero she followed him. Poor Mr 
Casaubon himself was lo6t amoug small closets 
and winding stairs, and in an agitated dimness 
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about the Cabeiri, or in an exposure of other 
mythologists’ ill-considered parallels, easily lost 
sight of any purpose which had prompted him to 
these labours. With his taper stuck before him he 
forgot the absence of windows, and in bitter manu- 
script remarks on other men’s notions about the 
solar deities, ho had become indifferent to the 
sunlight. 

These characteristics, fixed and unchangeable as 
bone in Mr Casaubon, might have remained longer 
unfelt by Dorothea if she had been encouraged to 
pour forth her girlish and womanly feeling — if he 
would have held her hands between his and listened 
with the delight of tenderness and understanding 
to all the little histories which made up her experi- 
ence, and would have given her the same sort of 
intimacy in return, so that the past life of each 
could be included in their mutual knowledge and 
affection — or if she could have fed her affection 
with those childlike caresses which are the bent of 
every sweet woman, who has begun by showering 
kisses on the hard pate of her bald doll, creating 
a happy soul within that woodenness from the 
wealth of her own love. That was Dorothea’s 

• i 

bent. With all her yearning to know what was 
afar from her # and to be widely benignant, she had 
ardour enough for what was near, to have kissed 
Mr Casaubon’s coat-^eeve, or to have caressed his 
shoe-latchet, if#he would have mad^ any other sign 
of acceptance than pronouncing her, with his un- 
failing propriety, t® be of* a most affectionate and 
truly feminine nature, indicating at the same time 
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by politely reaching a chair for her that he re- 
garded these manifestations as rather crude and 
startling. Having made his clerical toilet with 
due care in the morning, he was prepared only for 
those amenities of life which were suited to the 
well-adjusted stiff cravat of the period, and to a 
mind weighted with unpublished matter. 

And by a sad contradiction Dorothea’s ideas and 
resolves seemed like melting ice floating and lost 
in the warm flood of which they had been but 
another form. She was humiliated to find herself 
a mere victim ot feeling, as if she could know 
nothing except through that medium : all her 
strength was scattered in fits of agitation, of 
struggle, of despondency, and then again in 
visions of more complete renunciation, transform- 
ing all hard conditions into duty. Poor Dorothea I 
she was certainly troublesome — to herself chiefly ; 
but this morning for the first time she had been 
troublesome to Mr Oasaubon. 

She had begun, while they were taking coffee, 
with a determination to shake off what she in- 
wardly called her selfishness, and turned a face all 
cheerful ^ attention to her husband when he said, 
“My dear Dorothea, we must now think of all 
that is yet left undone, as a prelinfinary to our 
departure. I would fain have returned home ear- 
lier that we might have beei^ at Lowick for the 
Christmas ; but $iy inquiries here hftvo been pro- 
tracted beyond their anticipated period. I trust, 
however, that the time lfere ha% not been passed 
unpleasantly to you. Among the sights of Europe, 
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that of Romo has ever been held one of the most 
striking and in some respects edifying. I well 
remember that I considered it an epoch in my life 
when I visited it for the first time ; after the fall 
of Napoleon, an event which opened the Continent 
to travellers. Indeed I think it is one among 
several cities to which an extreme hyperbole has 
been applied — 1 See Rome and die : 9 but in your 
case I would propose an emendation and say, See 
Romo as a bride, and live henceforth as a happy 
wife.” 

Mr Casaubon pronounced this little speech with 
the most conscientious intention, blinking a little 
and swaying his head up and down, and concluding 
witli a smile. He had not found marriage a rap- 
turous state, but he had no idea of being anything 
else than an irreproachable husband, who would 
make a charming young wom$m as happy as she 
deserved to be. 

u I hope you are thoroughly satisfied with our 
stay — I mean, with the resuit so far as your studies 
are concerned,” said Dorothea, trying to keep her 
mind fixed on what most affected her husband. 

“ Yes,” said Mr Casaubon, with that, peculiar 
pitch of voice which makes the word half a nega- 
tive. “ I have been led farther than I had foreseen, 
and various subjects for annotation have presented 
themselves which, though I have no direct need of 
them, I could not pretermit. Tfie task, notwith- 
standing the assistance of my amanuensis, has been 
a somewhat labofious one, but your society has 
happily prevented me from that too continuous 
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prosecution of thought beyond the hours of study 
which has boon the snare of my solitary' life/’ 

“ I am very glad that rny presence has made any 
difference to you,” said Dorothea, who had a vivid 
memory of evenings in which she had supposed that 
Mr Casaubon’s mind had gone too deep during the 
day to be able to get to the surface agaiii. I fear 
there was a little temper in her reply. “I hope 
when we get !o Lowick, I shall be more useful to 
you, and be able to (‘liter a little more into what 
interests yon.” 

“ Doubtless, my dear,” said Mr Oasaubon, with 
a slight bow. “ The notes I have here made will 
want sifting, and you can, if you please, extract 
them under my direction.” 

“ And pAI your notes,” said Dorothea, whose heart 
had already burned within her on this subject, so 
that now she could not help speaking with her 
tongue. “All those rows of volumes — will you 
not now' do what you used to speak of? — will you 
not make up your miml what part of them you will 
use, and begin to write the book which will make 
your vast knowledge useful to the world? I will 
write. to your dictation, or I will copy and extract 
what you tell me : 1 can ho of no other use.” 
Dorothea, in a most unaccountable, darkly feminine 
manner, ended with a slight sob and eyes full of 
tears. 

The excessive feeling manifested' would alone 
have been highly disturbing to Mr Casaubon, but 
there were other reasons why* Dorothea's words 
were among the most cutting and irritating to bun 
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that she could have been impelled to uso. She 
was as blind to his inward troubles as lie to hors : 
she had not yet learned those hidden conflicts in 
her husband which claim our pity. Sho had not 
yet listened patiently to his heart-beats, but only 
felt that her own was beating violently. In Mr 
Casauboa’s ear, Dorothea's voice gavo loud emphatic 
iteration to those muffled suggestions of conscious- 
ness which it was possible to explain as mere fancy, 
the illusion of exaggerated sensitiveness : always 
when such suggestions are unmistakeably repeated 
from without, they are resisted as cruel and unjust. 
Wo are angered even by the full acceptance of our 
humiliating confessions — how much more by hear- 
ing in hard distinct syllables from the lips of a near 
observer, those confused murmurs which we try to 
call morbid, and strive against as if they wero the 
oncoming of numbness! And this .cruel outward 
accuser was there in the shape of a wife — nay, of a 
young bride, who, instead of observing bis abundant 
pen-scratches and amplitude* of paper with the un- 
critical awe of an elegant-minded canary-bird, seemed 
to present herself as a spy watching everything with 
a malign power of inference. Here, towards this 
particular point of the compass, Mr Casaubon had 
a sensitiveness to match Dorothea’s, and an equal 
quickness to imagine more than the fact. He had 
formerly observed with approbation her capacity 
for worshippirfjg the right object ho now foresaw 
with sudden terror that this capacity might bo re- 
placed by presumption, tliis worship by tho most 
exasperating of all criticism, — that which sees 
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vaguely a great many fine ends, and has not the 
least notion what it costs to reach them. 

For the first time since Dorothea had known him, 
Mr Oasaubon’s face had a quick angry flush upon it. 

il My love,” he said, with irritation reined in by 
propriety, “ you may rely upon me for knowing the 
times and the seasons, adapted to the different stages 
of a work which is not to bo measured by the facile 
conjectures of ignorant onlookers. It had been easy 
for me to gain a temporary eifeet by a mirage of 
baseless opinion ; but it is ever the trial of the 
scrupulous explorer to he saluted with the impatient 
scorn of chatterers who attempt only the smallest 
achievements, being indeed equipped for no other. 
And it were well if all such could be admonished 
to discriminate judgments of which the true subject- 
matter lies entirely beyond their reach, from those 
of which the .elements may be compassed by a nar- 
row and superficial survey. 

This speech was delivered with an energy and 
readiness quite unusual with Mr Oasaubon. It 
was not indeed entirely an improvisation, but had 
taken shape in inward colloquy, and rushed out 
like .the round grains from a fruit when sudden 
heat cracks it. Dorothea was not only his wife : 
she was a personification of that shallow world 
which surrounds the ill-appreciated or desponding 
author. 

Dorothea waS indignant in her furn. Had she 
not been repressing everything in herself except 
the desire to enter into some ‘fellowship with her 
husband’s chief interests? 
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“ My judgment was a very superficial one — such 
as I am capable of forming,” she answered, with a 
prompt resentment, that needed no rehearsal. “ You 
showed me the rows of note-books — you have often 
spoken of them — you have often said that they 
wanted digesting. But I never heard you speak 
of the writing that is to be published. Those 
were very simple facts, and my judgment went no 
farther. I only begged you to let me be of some 
good to you.” 

Dorothea rose to loavo the table and Mr Casaubon 
made no reply, taking up a letter which lay beside 
him as if to reperuse it. Both were shocked at their 
mutual .situation — that each should have betrayed 
anger towards the other. If they had been at home, 
settled at Lowick in ordinary life among their neigh- 
bours, the clash would have been less embarrassing : 
but on a wedding journey, the express object of 
which is to isolate two people on the ground that 
they are all the world to each other, the sense of 
disagreement is, to say the least, confounding and 
stultifying. To have changed your longitude ex- 
tensively, and placed yourselves in a moral solitude 
in order to have small explosions, to find cpnyersa- 
tion difficult and to hand a glass of water without 
looking, can hardly be regarded as satisfactory ful- 
filment even to the toughest minds. To Dorothea’s 
inexperienced sensitireness, it seemed like a catas- 
trophe, changing all prospects ; aifd to Mr Casau- 
bon it was a new pain, he never having been on 
a wedding journey ^before, or found himself in that 
close union which was more of a subjection than 
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he had been able to imagine, since this charming 
yoTing bride not only obliged him to much con- 
sideration on her behalf (which ho had sedulously 
given), but turned out to be capable of agitating 
him cruelly just where, he most needed soothing. 
Instead of getting a soft fence against the cold, 
shadowy, unapplausivc audience of his life] had lie 
only given it a more substantial presence ? 

Neither of them felt it possible to speak again at 
present. To have reversed a previous arrangement 
and declined to go out would have been a show of 
persistent anger which Dorothea’s conscience shrank 
from, seeing that sho already began to feed herself 
guilty. However just her indignation might be, 
Her ideal was not to claim justice, but to give ten- 
derness. So when the carriage came to the door, 
she drove with Mr Casaubon to the Vatican, walked 
with him through the stony avenue of inscriptions, 
and when she parted with him at the entrance to 
the Library, went on through the Museum out of 
mere listlessness as tonvhat was around her. She 
had not spirit to turn round and say that she would 
drive anywhere. It was when Mr Casaubon was 
quitting »her that Naumann had first seen her, and 
he had entered the long gallery of sculpture at the 
same time with her; but hero Naumann had to 
await Ladislaw with whom he was to settle a bet 
of champagne about an enigmatical medieval-look- 
ing figure there.' After they had fexamined the 
figure, and had walked on finishing their dispute, 
they had parted, Ladislaw lingering behind while 
Naumann had gone into the Hall of Statues where 
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he again saw Dorothea, and saw her in that brood- 
ing abstraction which made her pose remarkable. 
She did not really see the streak of sunlight on the 
floor more than she saw the statues : she was in- 
wardly seeing the light of years to come in her 
own home and over the English fields and elms 
and hedge?- bordered highroads ; and feeling that 
the way in which they might, be filled with joyful 
devotedness was not so clear to her as it had been. 
But in Dorothea’s mind there was a current into 
which all thought and feeling were apt sooner or 
later to flow — the reaching forward of the whole 
consciousness towards the fullest truth, the least 
partial good. There was clearly something better 
than anger and despondency. 
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Hire farounde eke full womanly and plain, 
No eontreteted tenues had she 
To semen wise.” 

— Ciiaucer. 


It was in that way Dorothea came to bo sobbing as 
soon as she was securely alone. But slio was pres- 
ently roused by a knock at the door, which made 
her hastily dry her eyes before saying, “ Come in.” 
Tantripp had brought a card, and said that there 
was a gentleman waiting in the lobby. The courier 
had told him that only Mi s Casaubon was at home, 
but he said he was a % relation of Mr Casaubon’s : 
would she see him? 

“Yes,” said Dorothea, without pause; “show him 
into the salon.” Her chief impressions about young 
Ladislaw were that when she had seen him at 
Lowick she had been made aware of Mr Casau- 
bon’s generosity towards him, and also that she 
had been interested in his o t wn hesitation about 
his career. She was alive to anything that gave 
her an opportunity for active sympathy, and at this, 
moment it seemed as if the visit, had come to shake 
her out of her self-absorbed discontent — to remind 
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her of her husband’s goodness, and make her feel 
that she had now the right to be his helpmate in 
all kind deeds. She waited a minute or two, but 
when she passed into the next room there were just 
signs enough that she had been trying to make her 
open face look more youthful and appealing than 
usual. She met Ladislaw with that exquisite smile 
of goodwill which is unmixed with vanity, and held 
out her hand to him. He was the elder by several 
years, lmt at that moment lie looked much the 
younger, for his ‘transparent complexion flushed 
suddenly, and he spoke with a shyness extremely 
unlike the ready indifference of his manner with 
his male companion, while Dorothea became all 
the calmer with a wondering desire to put him 
at ease. 

“I was not aware that you and Mr Casaubon 
were in Borne, until this morning, when I saw you 
in the Vatican Museum,” lie said. “ I knew you at 
once— but — I mean, that I concluded Mr Casaubon’s 
address would be found at the Poste Bestante, and 
I was anxious to pay my respects to him and you as 
early as possible .’ 7 

“ Pray sit down. He is not here now, but he will 
be glad to hear of you, I am sure,” said Dorothea, 
seating herself unthinkingly between the fire and 
the light of the tall window, and pointing to a chair 
opposite, with the quietude of a benignant matron. 
The signs of gydish sorrow in her fi*ce were only the 
friore striking. “ Mr Casaubon is much engaged ; 
but you will leave. your ifddress — will you not? — 
and he will write to you . 77 
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“You are very good,” said Ladislaw, beginning 
to lose his diffidence in the interest with which he 
was observing the signs of weeping which had 
altered her face. “ My address is on my card. But 
if you will allow me I will call again to-morrow at 
an hour when Mr Casaubon is likely to be at home.” 

“ He goes to read in the Library of the Vatican 
every day, and you can hardly see him except by 
an appointment. Especially now. We are about 
to leave Rome, and lie is very busy. He is usually 
away almost from breakfast till dinner. But I am 
sure he will wish you to dine with us.” 

Will Ladislaw was struck mute for a few moments. 
He had never been fond of Mr Casaubon, and if it 
had not been for the sense of obligation, would have 
laughed at him as a Bat of erudition. But the idea 
of this dried-up pedant, this elaborator of small 
explanations about as important as the surplus stock 
of false antiquities kept in a vendor’s back chamber, 
having first got this adorable young creature to 
marry him, and then passing his honeymoon away 
from her, groping after his mouldy futilities (Will 
was given to hyperbole) — this sudden picture stirred 
him with a sort of comic disgust : he was divided 
between the impulse to laugh aloud and the equally 
unseasonable impulse to burst into scWrnful invective. 
For an instant he felt that the struggle was causing 
a queer contortion of his mobile features, but with 
a good effort < he resolved it intp nothing more 
offensive than a merry smile. 

Dorothea wondered ; w but thp smile was irresist- 
ible, and shone back from her face too. Will Ladis- 
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law’s smile was delightful, unless you were angry 
with him beforehand : it was a gush of inward light 
illuminating the transparent skin as well as the 
eyes, and playing about every curve and lino as it 
some Ariel were touching them with a new charm, 
and banishing for ever the traces of moodiness. 
The reflection of that smile could not but have 
a little * merriment in it too, even under dark eye- 
lashes still moist, as Dorothea said inquiringly, 
“ Something amuses you ? ” 

1 Yes,” said Will, quick in finding resources. “ I 
am thinking of the sort of figure I cut the first time 
I saw you, when you annihilated my poor sketch 
with your criticism.” 

“ My criticism ? ” said Dorothea, wondering still 
more. “ Surely not. I always feel particularly 
ignorant about painting.” 

“ I suspected you of knowing so much, that you 
knew how to say just what was most cutting. You 
said — I daresay you don’t remember it as I do — 
that the relation of my sketch to nature was quite 
hidden from you. At least, you implied that.” 
Will could laugh now as well as smile. 

“ That was really my ignorance,” said Dorothea, 
admiring Will’s good-humour. “I must Save said 
so only because I never could see any beauty in the 
pictures which my uncle told mo all judges thought 
very fine. And I have gone about with just the 
same ignoranpo in Rome. There ^ire comparatively 
few paintings that I can really enjoy. At first when 
I enter a room \yhere the walls are covered with 
frescoes, or with rare pictures, I feel a kind of awe 
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— like a child present at great ceremonies where 
there are grand robes and processions ; I feel myself 
in the presence of some higher life than my own. 
But when I begin to examine the pictures one by 
one, the life goes out of them, or else is something 
violent and strange to me. It must be my own 
dulness. 1 am seeing so much all at once, and not 
understanding half of it. That always makes one 
feel stupid. It is painful to be told that anything 
is very fine and not. be able to feel that it is fine 
— something like being blind, while people talk of 
the slcy.” 

“ Oh, there is a great deal in the feeling for art 
which must be acquired.” said Will. (It was im- 
possible now to doubt the directness of Dorothea’s 
confession.) “ Art is an old language with a great 
many artificial affected styles, and sometimes the 
chief pleasure one gets out of knowing them is the 
mere sense of knowing. I enjoy the art of all sorts 
hero immensely ; but I suppose if I could pick my 
enjoyment to pieces I should find it made up of 
many different threads. There is something in 
daubing a little one’s self, and having an idea of 
the process.” 

“You mean perhaps to be a painter?” said Doro- 
thea, with a new direction of interests “ You mean 
to make painting your profession? Mr Casaubon 
will like to hear that you hav<j chosen a profession.” 

“ No, oh no,”, .said Will, with som$ coldness. “ I 
have quite made up my mind against it. It is too 
one-sided a life. I have 1 been seeing a great deal 
of the German artists here : I travelled from Frank- 
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fort with one of them. Some are line, even brilliant 
fellows — but I should not like to get into their way 
of looking at the world entirely from the studio 
point of view.” 

“ That I can understand,” said Dorothea, cordially. 
“ And in Rome it seems as if there were so many 
things which are more wanted in the world than 
pictures. But if you have a genius for painting, 
would it not be right to take that as a guide? 
Perhaps you might do better things than these — • 
or different, so that there might not be so many 
pictures almost all alike in the same place.” 

There was no mistaking this simplicity, and Will 
was won by it into frankness. “ A man must have 
a very rare genius to make changes of that sort. 
I am afraid mine would not carry me even to the 
pitcli of doing well what has been done already, at 
least not so well as to make it worth while. And 
I should never succeed in anything by dint of 
drudgery. If things don't come easily to me I 
never get them.” 

“ I have heard Mr Oasaubon say that he regrets 
your want of patience,” said Dorothea, gently. She 
was rather shocked at this mode of taking # all life 
as a holiday. 

“Yes, I knflw Mr Casaubon’s opinion. He and 
I differ.” 

The slight streak o£ contempt in this hasty reply 
offended Dorothea. She was all tl*e more suscep- 
tible about Mr Casaubon because of her morning’s 
trouble. 

. Certainly you differ,” she said, rather proudly. 

VOL. I. L 
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“ I did not think of comparing you : such power 
of persevering devoted labour as Mr Casaubon ? s is 
not common.” 

Will saw that she was offended, but this only 
gave an additional impulse to the new irritation of 
his latent dislike towards Mr Oasaubon. It was 
too intolerable that Dorothea should be worshipping 
this husband : such weakness in a woman is pleasant 
to no man but the husband in question. Mortals 
are easily tempted to pinch the life out of their 
neighbour’s buzzing glory, and fhink that such kill- 
ing is no murder. 

“ No, indeed,” he answered, promptly. u And 
therefore it is a pity that it should be thrown 
away, as so much English scholarship is, for want 
of knowing what is being done by the rest of the 
world. If Mr Oasaubon road German he would save 
himself a great deal of trouble.” 

u I do not understand you,” said Dorothea, startled 
and anxious. 

11 1 merely mean,” said Will, in an offhand way, 
“ that the Germans have taken the lead in historical 
inquiries, and they laugh at results which are got 
bv groping about in woods with a pocket -compass 
while lliey have made good roads. When I was 
with Mr Oasaubon I saw that he deafened himself 
in that direction : it was almost against his will that 
he read a Latin treatise written by a German. 1 
was very sorry 

Will only thought of giving a good pinch that 
would annihilate that 'Vaunted c laboriousness, and 
was unable to imagine the mode in which Dorothea 
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would bo wounded. Young Mr Ladislaw was not at 
all deep himself in Gorman writers ; but very little 
achievement is required in order to pity another 
man’s shortcomings. 

Poor Dorothea felt a pang at the thought that the 
labour of her husband’s life might be void, which 
left her n*> energy to spare for the question whether 
this young relative who was so much obliged to him 
ought not to have repressed his observation. She 
did not even speak* but sat looking at her hands, 
absorbed in the piteousnesp of that thought. 

Will, however, having given that annihilating 
pinch, was rather ashamed, imagining from Doro- 
tliea’s silence that lie had offended her still more; 
and having also a conscience about plucking the 
tail-feathers from a benefactor. 

“I regretted it especially,” he resumed, taking 
the usual course from (hit motion to insincere eulogy, 
“because of my gratitude and respect towards my 
cousin. It would not signify so much in a man whoso 
talents and character were lesit distinguished.” 

Dorothea « raised her eyes, brighter than usual 
with excited feeling, and said in her saddest recita- 
tive, “How I wish I had learned German wlwm I 
was at Lausanne ! There were plenty of German 
teachers. But now 1 can be of no use.” 

There was a new light, but still a mysterious 
light, for Will in Dorothea’s last words. Tlio ques- 
tion how she Wad come to accept IVTr Casaubon — 
which he had dismissed when he first saw her by 
saying that she mtlst be disagreeable in spite of 
appearances — was not now to be answered on any 
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such short and easy method. Whatever else she 
might be, she was not disagreeable. She was not 
coldly clever and indirectly satirical, but adorably 
simple and full of feeling. She was an angel be- 
guiled. It would be a unique delight to wait and 
watch for the melodious fragments in which her 
heart and soul came forth so directly and ingenu- 
ously. The iKolian harp again came into his mind. 

She must have made some original romance for 

herself in this marriage. And if Mr Casaubon liad 

*■* • 

boon a dragon who had curried her off to his lair 

* 

with his talons simply and without legal forms, it 
would have been an unavoidable feat of heroism 
to release her and fall at her feet. But he was 
something more unmanageable than a dragon : he 
was a benefactor with collective society at, his hack, 
and ho was at that moment, entering ihe room in 
all the unimpeachable correctness of his demeanour, 
while Dorothea was looking animated with a newly- 
roused alarm and regret, and Will was looking 
animated with his admiring speculation about her 
feelings. 

Mr Casaubon felt a surprise which was quite un- 
mixed* with pleasure, but he did not swerve from 
his usual politeness of greeting, when Will rose and 
explained his presence. Mr Casaubon was less 
happy than usual, and this perhaps made him look 
all the dimmer and more faded ; else, the effect 
might easily Ifave boon produced iby the contrast 
of his young cousin’s appearance. The first im- 
pression on seeing Will was one of sunny bright- 
ness, which added to the uncertainty of his changing 
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expression. Surely, bis very features changed their 
form ; his jaw looked sometimes largo and some- 
times small ; and the little ripple in his nose was 
a preparation for metamorphosis. When ho turned 
his head quickly his hair seemed to shako out light, 
and some persons thought they saw decided genius 
in this codification. Mr Casauhon, on the contrary, 
stood rayless. 

As Dorothea’s eyes were turned anxiously on her 
husband she was perhaps not insensible to the con- 
trast, but it was only mingled with other causes in 
making her more conscious of that new alarm on his 
bohalf which was the iirst stirring of a pitying ten- 
derness fed by the realities of his lot and not by her 
own dreams. Yet it was a source of greater freedom 
to her that Will was tin ‘re ; his young equality was 
agreeable, and also perhaps his openness to convic- 
tion. She felt an immense need of some one to 
speak to, and she had never before seen any one 
who seemed so quick and pliable, so likely to under- 
stand everything. 

Mr Casauhon gravely hoped that Will was passing 
his time profitably as well as pleasantly in Koine — 
had thought his intention was to remain ii^ South 
Germany — but begged him to come and dine to- 
morrow, wflfen ho could converse more at large: at 
present he was somewhat weary. Ladislaw under- 
stood, and accepting* the invitation immediately 
took his leave.® 

Dorothea’s eyes followed her husband anxiously, 
while he sank dowti wearily at the end of a sofa, 
and resting his elbow supported his head and looked 
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on the floor, A little flushed, and with bright eyes, 
sho seated herself beside him, and said — 

u Forgive me for speaking so hastily to you this 
morning. L was wrong. I fear l hurt you and 
made the day more burdensome.” 

u I am glad that you feel that, my dear," said Mr 
Casuuhon. He spoke quietly and bowed his head a 
little, but there was still an uneasy feeling in his 
eyes as ho looked at her. 

u Bui you do forgive me?” /said Dorothea, with 
a quiek sob. In her need for some manifestation 
of feeling she was ready to exaggerate her own 
fault. Would not love see returning penitence afar 
off, and fall on its neck and kiss it? 

u My dear Dorothea — 1 who with repentance is not 
satisfied, is not of heaven nor earth:’- you do not 
think me worthy to be banished by that severe 
sentence,” said Mr Casaubon, exerting himself to 
make a strong statement, and also to smile faintly. 

Dorothea was silent, but a tear which had come 
up with the sol) wouid insist on falling. 

u You are excited, my dear. And* I also am 
feeling some unpleasant consequences of too much 
mental • disturbance,” said Mr Casaubon. In fact, 
be had it in bis thought to tell her that she ought 
not to have received young Ladislaw in liis absence ; 
but he abstained, partly from the sense that it would 
be ungracious to bring a new* complaint in the mo- 
ment of her penfi ent acknowledgment', partly because 
he wanted to avoid further agitation of himself by 
speech, and partly because he wafc too proud to betray 
that jealousy of disposition which was not so ex- 
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hausted on his scholarly compeers that there was 
none to spare in other directions. There is a sort 
of jealousy which needs very little fire : it is hardly 
a passion, but a blight bred in the cloudy, damp 
despondency of uneasy egoism. 

il I think it is time for us to dress,” he added, 
looking at his watch. They both rose, and thcro 
was never any further allusion between them to 
what had passed on this day. 

But Dorothea remembered it to the last with the 
vividness with which we all remember epochs in 
our experience when some dear expectation dies, or 
some new motive is born. To-day she had begun 
to see that she had been under a wild illusion in 
expecting a response to her feeling from Mr Casau- 
bon, and slio had felt the waking of a presentiment 
that there might be a sad consciousness in his life 
which made as great a need on his side as on her 
own. 

We are all of us born in moral stupidity, taking 
the world as an udder to feed our supreme selves : 
Dorothea had early begun to emerge, from that 
stupidity, but yet it had been easier to her to ima- 
gine how she would devote herself to Mr Casaubon, 
and become wise and strong in his strength and 
wisdom, than to conceive with that distinctness 
which is no longer reflection but feeling — an idea 
wrought biick to the directness o£ sense, like the 
solidity of objects — that he had an equivalent centre 
of self, whence the lights and shadows must always 
faU with a certain difference. 
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‘Nous raiisftnuts longtemps ; ello <5taif simple nt honno. 

No sachant pas 1<* mal, «*11e rat salt h* bicn ; 

Dos riohessos <lu co*ur olio me: fit. I’auinAnc, 

Kt tout, on Cooiitant oommo lo cMcur so cionne, 

Sans nsor y pmser, jo Ini donnai lo mien ; 

Ellc emporta ina vie, et u’eu sut jamais non.” 

—Alfred de Musset. 

Will Ladislaw was delightfully agreeable at din- 
ner the next day, and gave no opportunity for Mr 
Oasaubon to show disapprobation. On the contrary 
it Boomed to Dorothea that Will bad a happier way 
of drawing her husband into conversation and of 
deferentially listening to him than she had ever ob- 
served in any one before. To be sure, the listeners 
about Tipton were not highly gifted! Will talked 
a good \ieal himself, but what he said was thrown 
in with such rapidity, and with such an unimportant 
air of saying something by the way, that it seemed 
a gay little chime after the great bell. If Will was 
riot always perfect, this was certainly one of his good 
days. He described touches of incident among the 
poor people in Home, onj v to be seen by one who 
could move about freely; he found himself in agree- 
ment with Mr Casaubon as to the unsound opinions 



BOOK II. OLD AND YOUNG. 


325 


of Middleton concerning the relations of Judaism and 
Catholicism ; and passed easily to a half-enthusiastic 
hall-playful picture of the enjoyment he got out of 
the very miseellaneousness of Rome, which made 
the mind flexible with constant comparison, and 
saved you from seoing the world’s ages as a set 
of box-1 ike partitions without vital connection. Mr 
Oasaubon’s studies, Will observed, had always been 
of too broad a kind for that, and he had perhaps 
never felt any sueji sudden effect,, but for himself 
ho confessed that Rohm* had given him quite a new 
sense of history as a whole,: the fragments stimulated 
his imagination and made him constructive. Then 
occasionally, but not too often, lie appealed to Doro- 
thea, and discussed what she said, as if her sentiment 
were an item to be considered in the final judgment 
even of the Madonna di Ifoligno or the Laocoon. A 
sense of contributing to form the world’s opinion 
makes conversation particularly cheerful ; and Mr 
Oasaubon too was not without his pride in his young 
wife, who spoke bettor than •most women, as indeed 
he had perceived in choosing her. 

Since things were going on so pleasantly, Mr 
Casaubon’s statement that his labours in tin* library 
would be siu^pended for a couple of days, and that 
after a brief renewal ho should have no further 
reason for staying in Rome, encouraged Will to 
urge that Mrs CasaiSbon should not go away with- 
out seeing a Studio or two. Woufd not Mr Casau- 
bon take her ? That sort # of thing ought not to be 
missed : it was qifite special : it was a form of life 
that grew like a small fresh vegetation with its. 

YOL, I. h 2 
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population of insects on huge fossils. Will would 
be happy to conduct them — not to anything weari- 
some, only to a few examples. 

Mr Casaubon, seeing Dorothea look earnestly to- 
wards him, could not but ask her if she would be 
interested in such visits: he was now at her service 
during the whole day ; and it was agreed# that Will 
should come on the morrow and drive with them. 

Will could not omit Thonvaldsen, a living celeb- 
rity about whom oven Mr Oasjyibon inquired, but 
before the day was far advanced lie led tin* way to 
the studio of his friend Adolf Naumann, whom he 
mentioned as one of tin? chief renovators of ( Christian 
art, one of those who had not only revived but 
expanded that grand conception of supreme events 
as mysteries at which the sueoessive ages were 
spectators, and in relation to which the great souls 
of all periods became as it were contemporaries. 
Will added that he had made himself Nauinuim’s 
pupil for the nonce. 

“I have been making some oil-sketches under 
him,” said Will. u I hate copying. I must put 
something of my own in. Naumann has been 
paintpig tlm Saints drawing the Oar of the Church, 
and I have been making a sketch of Marlowe's 
Tamburlaine Driving the Conquered Kings in his 
Chariot. I am not so ecclesiastical as Naumann, 
and I sometimes twit him with his excess of mean- 
ing. But this tfcno I mean to outdo him in breadth 
of intention. I take Tamburlaine in his chariot for 
the tremendous course of the world’s physical his- 
tory lashing on the harnessed dynasties. In mv 
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opinion, that is a good mythical interpretation.” 
Will here looked at Mr Oasaubon, who received this 
offhand treatment of symbolism very uneasily, and 
bowed with a neutral air. 

“ The sketch must be very grand, if it conveys 
so much,” said Dorothea. u I should need some 
explanation even of the meaning you give. Do you 
intend Tamlmrlaine to represent, earthquakes and 
volcanoes ? ” 

“Oh yes,” said Will, laughing, “and migrations of 
races and clearings of forests — and America and the 
steam-engine. Everything you can imagine!” 

“What a difficult, kind of shorthand!” said Dor- 
othea, smiling towards her husband. “ Tt would 
require all your knowledge to bo able to read it.” 

Mr Oasaubon blinked furtively at Will. Tic had a 
suspicion that ho was being laughed at. Hut it was 
not possible to include Dorothea in the suspicion. 

They found Naumann painting industriously, but 
no model was present ; his pictures were advantage- 
ously arranged, and his own jtlain vivacious person 
set off' by a dove -coloured blouse and a maroon 
velvet cap, so that everything was as fortunate as 
if he had expected the beautiful young English 
lady exactly af, that time. 

The painter in his confident English gave little 
dissertations on his finished and unfinished subjects, 
seeming to observe MT Oasaubon as much as he did 
Dorothea. Will burst in hero amf there with ar- 
dent words of praise, marking out particular merits 
in his friend’s work z and Dorothea felt that she was 
getting quite new notions as to the significance of 
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Madonnas seated under inexplicable canopied thrones 
with the simple country as a background, and of 
saints with architectural models in their hands, or 
knives accidentally wedged in their skulls. Some 
things which had seemed monstrous to her were 
gathering intelligibility and even a natural mean- 
ing; but all this was apparently a branch of know- 
ledge in which Mr Casaubon had not interested 
himself. 

“I think T would rather fqol that painting is 
beautiful than have to rend it as an enigma; hut 
I should learn to understand these pictures sooner 
than yours with the very wide* meaning,” said Doro- 
thea, speaking to Will. 

u Don’t speak of my painting before Naumann,” 
Raid Will. “He will tell you, it is all pfuscherei , , 
which is bis most opprobrious word!” 

“Is that trim?” said Dorothea, turning her sin- 
cere eyes on Naumann, who made a slight grimace 
and said — 

u Oh, he does not mean it, seriously with painting. 
Ilis walk must be belles-lettres. That is wi-ide.” 

Naumann’s pronunciation of the vowed seemed to 
stretch the word satirically. Will did not half like 
it, but managed to laugh ; and Mr CJasaubon, while 
he felt some disgust at the artist’s Derm an accent, 
began to entertain a little respect for his judicious 
severity. 

The respect was not diminished When Nanmann, 
after drawing Will asidij for a moment and looking,, 
first at a large canvas, then at* Mr Casaubon, came 
forward again and said — 
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“My friend Ladislaw thinks you will pardon me, 
sir, if I say that a sketch of your head would be 
invaluable to me for the St Thomas Aquinas in my 
picture there. It is too much to ask; but I so 
seldom see iust what I want— the idealistic in the 
real.” 

“You {jstonisli me greatly, sir,” said Mr Oasau- 
bon, his looks improved with a glow of delight; 
“but if my poor physiognomy, which I have been 
accustomed to regard as oi the commonest order, 
can be of any use to you in furnishing some traits 
for the angelical doctor, I shall feel honoured. That 
is to say, if the operation will not. he a lengthy one ; 
and if Mrs Dasaubon will not object, to the delay.” 

As for Dorothea, nothing could have pleased her 
more, unless it had been a miraculous voice pro- 
nouncing Mr Casaubon the wisest and worthiest 
among the sons of men. In that case her tottering 
faith would have become firm again. 

Naumann’s apparatus was at hand in wonderful 
completeness, and the sketch went on at once as 
well as the conversation. Dorothea sat down and 
subsided into calm silence, feeling happier than she 
had done for a long while before. Kverv one about 
her seemed good, and slie said, to herself that Rome, 
if she had only been less ignorant, would have been 
full of beauty : its sadness would have been winged 
with hope. No nature could be less suspicious than 
hers : when she was a child she® believed in the 
gratitude of wasps and the honourable susceptibility 
of sparrows, and wa»3 proportionately indignant when 
thfiir baseness was mtde manifest. 
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The adroit artist was asking Mr Casaubon ques- 
tions about English politics, which brought long 
answers, and Will meanwhile had perched himself 
on some steps in the background overlooking all. 

Presently Naumann said — “ Now if I could lay 
this by for half an hour and take it up again - -come 
and look, Ladislaw — I think it is perfect so far.” 

Will vented those adjuring interjections which 
imply that admiration is too strong for syntax ; and 
Naumann said in a tone of piteous regret — 

“Ah — now -™if 1 could but llave had more — but 
you have other engagements — 1 could not ask it — 
or even to come again to-morrow.” 

“ Oh, let us stay!” said Dorothea. u Wc have 
nothing to do to-day except go about, have wo?” 
she added, looking entreatingly at Mr Casaubon. 
u It would be a pity not to make the head as good 
as possible.” 

u T am at your service, sir, in the matter,” said 
Mr Casaubon, with polite condescension. u Having 
given up the interior of my head to idleness, it is as 
well that the exterior should work in this way.” 

u You are unspeakably good — now I am happy ! ” 
said Naumann, and then went on in German to Will, 
pointing here and there to the sketch as if he were 
considering that. Putting it, aside for a moment, he 
looked round vaguely, as if seeking some occupa- 
tion for his visitors, and afterwards turning to Mr 
Casaubon, said-i- 

“ Perhaps the beautiful bride, the gracious lady, 
would not be unwilling 4 to let vug fill up the time 
by trying to make a slight sketch of her — not,* of 
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course, as you soe, for that picture — only as a single 
study.” 

Mr Casaubon, bowing, doubted not that Mrs 
Casaubon would oblige him, and Dorothea said, 
at once, “Where shall I put myself?” 

Naumann was all apologies in asking her to stand, 
and allow him to adjust her attitude, to which she 
submitted without any of the affected airs and laughs 
frequently thought necessary on such occasions, when 
the painter said, “It is as Santa Clara that 1 want 
you to stand — leaning so, with vonr cheek against 
your hand — so — looking at that stool, please, so 1” 

Will was divided between the inclination to fall 
at the Saint’s feet and kiss her robe, and the tempta- 
tion to knock Naumann down while he was adjusting 
her arm. All this was impudence and desecration, 
and ho repented that he had brought her. 

The artist was diligent, and Will recovering him- 
self moved about and occupied Mr Casaubon as 
ingeniously as he could; but he did not in the 
end prevent the time from •seeming long to that 
gentleman, as was clear from his expressing a fear 
that Mrs Casaubon would be tired. Naumann took 
the hint and said - 

“ Now, sir,^ if you can oblige mo again, 1 will 
release the lady- wife.” 

So Mr Casaubon’s patience held out further, and 
when after all it turned out that the head of Saint 
Thomas Aquiiftis would be more Jferfect if another 
sitting could be had, it was granted for the morrow. 
On the morrow Santa Clara too was retouched more 
than once. The result of all was so far from dis- 



332 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


pleasing to Mr Casaubon, that he arranged for the 
purchase of the picture in which Saint Thomas 
Aquinas sat among the doctors of the Church in 
a disputation too abstract to be represented, but 
listened to with more or less attention by an 
audience above. The Santa Clara-, which was 
spoken of in the second place, Naumann « declared 
himself to be dissatisfied with — he could not, in 
conscience, engage to make a worthy picture of 
it; so about the Santa Clara thy arrangement was 
conditional. 

I will not dwell on Naumann’s jokes at the 
expense of Mr Casaubon that, evening, or on his 
dithyrambs about Dorothea’s charm, in all which 
Will joined, but with a difference. No sooner did 
Naumann mention any did ail of Dorothea's beauty, 
than Will got exasperated at his presumption: there 
was grossness in his choice of the most ordinary 
words, and what business had he to talk of her lips? 
She was not a woman to lx; spoken of as other 
women were. Will amid not say just what he 
thought, but he became irritable. And yet, when 
after some resistance In* had consented to take the 
CasauJxHis to his friend’s studio, he had been allured 
by the gratification of his pride in being the person 
who could grant Naumann such an opportunity of 
studying her loveliness — or rather her divineness, 
for the ordinary phrases which #might apply to mere 
bodily prettiness \vere not applicable *io her. (Cer- 
tainly all Tipton and its neighbourhood, as well as 
Dorothea herself, would have bedn surprised at her 
beauty being made so much of In that part of tlie 
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world Miss Brooko had been only a “ line young 
woman.”) 

“Oblige me by letting the subject drop, Naumann. 
Mrs Oasaubon is not to be talked of as if she were 
a model,” said Will. Naumann stared at him. 

“ Sell on ! I will talk of my Aquinas. The head 
is not a «had type, after all. I daresay the great 
scholastic himself would have been flattered to have 
his portrait asked for. Nothing like these starchy 
doctors for vanity ! % It was as 1 thought: ho cared 
much less for her portrait than his own.” 

“ He’s a cursed white-blooded pedantic coxcomb,” 
said Will, with gnashing impetuosity. Iiis obliga- 
tions to Mr Casaubon were not known to bis bearer, 
but Will himself was thinking of them, and wishing 
that he could discharge them all by a cheque! 

Naumann gave a shrug and said, “ It is good they 
go away soon, my dear. They are spoiling your 
fine temper.” 

All Will’s hope and contrivance were now con- 
centrated on seeing Dorothea when she was alone. 
Ho only wanted her to take more emphatic notice of 
him ; he only wanted to be something more special 
in her remembrance than lie could yet heljpvc him- 
self likely to be. He was rather impatient under 
that open ardent goodwill, which ho saw was her 
usual state of feeling. The remote worship of a 
woman throned out (»f their reach plays a great part 
in men’s live!*, but in most oas&* the worshipper 
longs for some queenly recognition, some approving 
sign by which lii£ soul’s sovereign may cheer him 
without descending from, jher high place. That 
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was precisely what Will wanted. But there were 
plenty of contradictions in liis imaginative demands, 
(t was beautiful to see how Dorothea’s eyes turned 
with wifely anxiety and beseeching to Mr Oasaubon : 
she would have lost some of her halo if she had been 
without that duteous preoccupation ; and yet at the 
next moment the husband's sandy absorption of 
such nectar was too intolerable ; and Will’s long- 
ing to say damaging things about him was perhaps 
not the less tormenting because he felt the strongest 
reasons for restraining it. 

Will had not been invited to dine the next day. 
Hence he persuaded himself that he was bound to 
call, and that the only eligible time was the middle 
of the day, when Mr Casaubon would not be at 
home. * 

Dorothea, who had not been made aware that her 
former reception of Will had displeased her hus- 
band, had no hesitation about seeing him, especially 
as he might be come to pay a farewell visit. When 
he entered she was looking at some cameos which 
she had been buying for Celia. She greeted Will 
as if his visit wore quite a matter of course, and 
said at oyce, having a cameo bracelet in her hand — 

“ I am so glad you are come. Perhaps you 
understand all about cameos, and can tell me if 
these are really good. I wished to have you with 
us in choosing them, but Mr.*Oasaubon objected: 
he thought, there ^vas not time. He will finish his 
work to-morrow, and we shall go away in three 
days. I have been uneasy about these cameos. 
Pray sit. down and look at them.” 
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“ I am not particularly knowing, but there can be 
no great mistake about these little Homeric bits : 
they are exquisitely neat. And the colour is fine : 
it will just suit you.” 

“ Oh, they are for my sister, who has quite a 
different complexion. You saw her with me at 
Lowiek : she is light-haired and very pretty — at 
least I think so. Wo were never so long away 
from each other in our lives before. She is a great 
pet, and never was naughty in her life. I found 
out before 1 came away that she wanted me to buy 
her some cameos, and I should be sorry for them 
not to be good— after their kind.” Dorothea added 
the last words with a smile. 

“You seem not to care about cameos,” said Will/ 
seating himself at some distance from her, and ob- 
serving her while she closed the cases. 

“ No, frankly, I don't think them a groat object 
in life,” said Dorothea. 

“I fear you are a heretic about art generally. 
How is that? I should hjive expected you to bo 
very sensitive to the beautiful e very wh ere.” 

“I suppose I am dull about many things,” said 
Dorothea, simply. “ 1 should like to make life 
beautiful — I mean everybody's life. And then all 
this immense expense of art, that seems somehow 
to lie outside life and make it no better for the 
world, pains one. Jt spoils my enjoyment of any- 
thing when J[ am made to thinl* that most people 
are shut out from it.” 

“I call that tjie fanaticism of sympathy,” said 
Will, impetuously. “You might say the same of 
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landscape, of poetry, of all refinement. If yoti 
carried it out you ought to be miserable in your 
own goodness, and turn evil that you might have 
no advantage over others. The best piety is to 
enjoy- when you can. You are doing the most 
then to save the earth’s character as an agreeable 
planet. And enjoyment radiates. It is 0f4.no use 
to try and take care of all the world ; that is being 
taken can? of when you feel delight — in art or in 
anything else. Would you turn all the youth of 
the world into a tragic chorus, wailing and moral- 
ising over misery? 1 suspect that you have some 
false belief in the virtues of misery, and want to 
make your life a martyrdom.” Will had gone 
further than he intended, and checked himself. 
But Dorothea’s thought, was not taking just the 
same direction as his own, and she answered with- 
out any special emotion — 

“Indeed you mistake me. I am not a sad, melan- 
choly creature. I am never unhappy long together. 
I am angry and naughty — not like Celia: 1 have a 
great outburst, and then all seems glorious again. 
I cannot help believing in glorious things in a 
blind sort of way. 1 should he quite willing to 
enjoy the art, here, hut there is so much that I 
don’t know the reason of — so much that seems to 
me a consecration of ugliness rather than beauty. 
The painting and sculpture may bo wonderful, but 
the feeling is oftfli low and brutal, ar 7 .d sometimes 
even ridiculous. Here and there I see what takes 
me at once noble — something that I might com- 
pare with the Alban Mountains or the sunset from 
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the Pincian Hill ; but that makes it the greater pity 
that there is so little of the best kind among all that 
mass of things over which men have toiled so.” 

u Of course there is always a great deal of poor 
work: the rarer things want that soil to grow in.” 

“Oh dear,” said Dorothea, taking up that thought 
into thv chief current of her anxiety, “ T see it must 
be very difficult to do anything good. T have often 
felt since 1 have been in Home that most of our lives 
would look much iiglier and more bungling than the 
pictures, if they could he put on the wall.” 

Dorothea parted her lips again as if she were 
going to say more, but changed her mind and 
paused. 

“ You are too young — it is an anachronism for 
you to have such thoughts,” said Will energeti- 
cally, with a quick shake of the head habitual to 
him. “You talk as if you had never known any 
youth. It is monstrous — as if you had had a 
vision of Hades in your childhood, like the boy in 
the legend. You have b«en brought up in some 
of those horrible notions that choose the sweetest 
women to devour — -like Minot aura. And now you 
will go and be shut up in that stone. pyison at 
Lowick : you will bo buried alive. It makes mo 
savage to think of it ! I would rather never have 
seen you than think of you with such a prospect.” 

Will again fear el that he had gone too far ; but 
the meaning we attach to worfls depends on our 
feeling, and his tone of angry regret had so much 
kindness in it for Dorothea’s heart, which had ai- 
rways been giving out ardour and had never been 
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fed with much from the living beings around her, 
that she felt a new sense of gratitude and answered 
with a gentle smile — 

u It is very good of you to he anxious about me. 
It is because you did not like Lowick yourself: you 
had set your heart on another kind of life. But 
Lowick is my chosen home.” 

The last sentence was spoken with an almost 
solemn cadence, and Will did not know what to 
say, since it would not be useful few him to embrace 
her slippers, and tell her that he would die for her: 
it was clear that she required nothing of the sort; 
and they were both silent for a moment or two, 
when Dorothea began again with an air of saying 
at last what had been in her mind beforehand. 

“ I wanted to ask you again about something you 
said the other day. Perhaps it was half of it your 
lively way of speaking : I notice that you like to 
put things strongly ; I myself often exaggerate when 
I speak hastily.” 

“What was it?” said Will, observing that she 
spoke with a timidity quite now in her. “ 1 have 
a hyperbolical tongue : it catches fire as it goes. I 
daresay* I uhall have to retract.” 

“ I mean what you said about, the necessity of 
knowing Gorman — I moan, for the subjects that Mr 
Casaubon is engaged in. I have been thinking 
about it ; and it seems to mo that with Mr Casau- 
bon’s learning ho must have before him the same 
materials as German Scholars -has he not?” Doro- 
thea’s timidity was due to an indistinct conscious; 
ness that she was in the strange situation of con- 
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suiting a third person about- the adequacy of Mr 
Casaubon’s learning. 

“ Not exactly the same materials,” said Will, think- 
ing that ho would be duly reserved. “ He is not 
an Orientalist, you know, lie does not profess to 
have more than second-hand knowledge then*.” 

“But^hero are very valuable books about anti- 
quities which wen* written a long while ago by 
scholars who know nothing about these modern 
things; and they are still lined, Why should Mr 
Oasaubon’s not be valuable, like theirs V” said 
Dorothea, with more remonstrant energy. She was 
impelled to have the argument, aloud, which she had 
boon having in her own mind. 

“ That depends on the line of study taken,” said 
Will, also getting a tone of rejoinder. “ The subject 
Mr Oasaubon has chosen is as changing as chemis- 
try : new discoveries are constantly making new 
points of view. Who wants a system on the basis 
of the four elements, or a hook to refute Paracelsus? 
Do you not see that it is i*> use now to he crawl- 
ing a little way after men of the last century — men 
like Bryant — and correcting their mistakes?- — liv- 
ing in a lumber-room and furbishing up. broken- 
legged theories about 01ms and Mizraim?” 

“ How can you bear to speak so lightly?” said 
Dorothea, with a look between sorrow and anger. 
u If it were as you suy, what could bo sadder than 
so much ardent labour all in vafn ? I wonder it 
does not affect you more painfully, if you really 
think that a maip like l\fr Oasaubon, of so much 
gfloduess, power, and learning, should in any way 
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fail in what has been the labour of his best years.” 
She was beginning to be shocked that she had got 
to such a point of supposition, and indignant with 
Will for 1 laving led her to it. 

“ You questioned me about the matter of fact, not 
of feeling,” said Will. u But if you wish+to punish 
me for the fact, 1 submit. 1 am not in ji position 
to express my feeling toward Mr Casaubon : it would 
be at best a pensioner’s eulogy.” 

“Pray excuse me,” said Dorothea, colouring deep- 
ly. “ I am aware, as you say, that I am in fault 
in having introduced the subject. Indeed, 1 am 
wrong altogether. Failure after long perseverance 
is much grander than never to have a striving good 
enough to be called a failure.” 

“I quite agree with you,” said Will, determined 
to change the situation- “so much so that I have 
made up my mind not to run that risk of never 
attaining a failure. Mr Casaubon’s generosity has 
perhaps been dangerous to me, and I mean to re- 
nounce the liberty it has given me. I mean to go 
back to England shortly and work my own way — 
depend on nobody else than myself.” 

“'I'liQ.t is tine — I respect that feeling,” said Doro- 
thea, with returning kindness. “ But Mr Casaubon, 
I am sure, has never thought of anything in the 
matter except what was most for your welfare.” 

“ She has obstinacy and pride enough to serve 
instead of love, fcow she has married him,” said Will 
to himself. Aloud ho said, rising— 

“ I shall not see you again.” » 

“ Oh,, stay till Mr Casaubon comes,” said Dorothea* 
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earnestly. “I am so glad we met in Rome. I 
wanted to know you.” 

“And I have made you angry,” said Will. “I 
have made you think ill of me.” 

“ Oh no. My sister tells me 1 am always angry 
with people who do not say just vvliat I like. But 
I hope I am not given to think ill of them. In the 
end 1 am usually obliged to think ill of myself, for 
being so impatient.” 

“ Still, you don’t # like me ; I have made myself 
an unpleasant thought to you.” 

“Not at all,” said Dorothea, with the most open 
kindness. “ I like you very much.” 

Will was not quite contented, thinking that he 
would apparently have been of more importance if 
he had been disliked. He said nothing, but looked 
dull, not to say sulky. 

“ And I am rjuite interested to see what you will 
do,” Dorothea went on cheerfully. “ I believe de- 
voutly in a natural difference of vocation. If it were 
not for that belief, 1 suppose L should he very narrow 
— there are so many things, besides painting, that 
I am quite ignorant of. You would hardly believe 
how little I have taken in of music and literature, 
which you know so much of. 1 wonder what your 
vocation will turn out to ho : perhaps you will bo 
a poet ? ” 

“ That depends. 'So be a poet is to have a soul 
so quick to ditfcorn that no shade dt quality escapes 
it, and so quick to feel, that discernment is but a 
hand playing with finely -ordered variety on the 
chords of emotion — a soul in which knowledge 
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passes instantaneously into feeling, and feeling 
flashes back as a new organ of knowledge. One 
may have that condition by fits only.” 

“But you leave out the poems,” said Dorothea. 
“ I think they are wanted to complete the poet. 
I understand what you mean about knowledge pass- 
ing into feeling, for that seems to be juot what. I 
experience. But 1 am sure I could never produce 
a poem.” 

“ You are a poem— and that i$ to be the best part 
of a poet —what makes up the pool’s consciousness 
in his best moods,” said Will, showing such origi- 
nality as we all share with the morning and the 
spring-time and other endless renewals. 

“ I am very glad to hear it,” said Dorothea, 
laughing out her words in a bird -like modula- 
tion, and looking at Will with playful gratitude 
in her eyes. “ What very kind things you say 
to me ! ” 

“ I wisli I could ever do anything that would be 
what you call kind— “that. I could ever be of the 
slightest service to you. I fear I shall never have 
the opportunity.” Will spoke with fervour. 

“Oh. yes,” said Dorothea, cordially. “It will 
come ; and I shall remember how well t you wish me. 
I quite hoped that we should be friends when I first 
saw you — because of youi; relationship to Mr Casau- 
bon.” There was a certain liquid brightness in her 
eyes, and Will 'Was conscious that* his own were 
obeying a law of nature and filling too. The 
allusion to Mr Casaubon would 1 have spoiled all if 
anything at that moment could have spoiled the 
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subduing power, the sweet dignity, of her noble 
unsuspicious inexperience. 

“ And there is one thing even now that you can 
do,” said Dorothea, rising and walking a little way 
under the strength of a recurring impulse. “ Pro- 
mise me that you will not again, to any one, speak 
of that subject — I mean about Mr Oasaubon’s writ- 
ings— I mean in that kind of way. It was I who 
led to it. It was my fault. But promise mo.” 

She had returned from her brief pacing and stood 
opposite Will, looking gravely at him. 

“ Certainly, I will promise you,” said Will, red- 
dening however. If he never said a cutting word 
about Mr Oasaubon again and left off receiving 
favours from him, it would clearly be permissible 
to hate him the more. The poet must know how to 
hate, says Goethe ; and Will was at least ready with 
that accomplishment. He said that he must go now 
without waiting for Mr Oasaubon, whom he would 
come to take leave of at the last moment. Dorothea 
gave him her hand, and they exchanged a simple 
“ Good-bye.” 

But going out of the porte cochere lie met Mr 
Oasaubon, and that gentleman, expressing .the best 
wishes for his cousin, politely waived the pleasure 
of any further leave-taking on the morrow, which 
would be sufficiently crowded with the preparations 
for departure. 

u I have something to tell yoif about our qousin 
Mr Ladislaw, which I think will heighten your 
opinion of him,” Said Dorothea to her husband in 
tfic course of .the evening. She had mentioned im- 
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mediately on his entering that Will had just gone 
away, and would come again, but Mr Casaubon had 
said, “ I met him outside, and we made our final 
adieux, I believe,” saying this with the air and tone 
by which we imply that any subject, whether private 
or public, does not interest us enough to wish for a 
further remark upon it. So Dorothea had waited. 

“What is that, my love?” said Mr Casaubon (he 
always said “my love” when iiis manner was the 
coldest). 

“ Ido has made up his mind to leave off wandering 
at once, and to give up his dependence on your 
generosity, lie means soon to go back to England, 
and work his own way. I thought you would con- 
sider that a good sign,” said Dorothea, with an 
appealing look into her husband's neutral face. 

“Did he mention the precise order of occupation 
to which he would addict, himself?” 

“No. But he said that lie felt the danger which 
lay for him in your generosity. Of course he will 
write to you about, it. # Do you not think better of 
him for his resolve?” 

“ I shall await Ids communication on the subject,” 
said Mr .Casaubon. 

“ I told him 1 was sure that the thing you con- 
sidered in all you did for him was his own welfare. 
I remembered your goodness in what you said about 
him when I first saw him at Lcrvick,” said Dorothea, 
putting her handVm her husband’s. « 

“I had a duty towards him,” said Mr Casaubon, 
laying his other hand on borothek’s in conscientious 
acceptance of her caress, but with a glance which fie 
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could not hinder from being uneasy. “ The young 
man, I confess, is not otherwise an object of interest 
to me, nor need we, I think, discuss his future course, 
which it is not ours to determine beyond the limits 
which T have sufficiently indicated.” 

Dorothea did not mention Will again. 




BOOK 


IIL 


WAITING FOR DEATH 




CHAPTER XXII I. 


“ Your horses of the Sun/’ he said, 
“And first-rate whip Apollo ! 
Whate’er th^y he, I’ll eat luy head, 
But I will heat them hollow. ’ 


Fred Vincy, we have neon, liad a debt on his mind, 
and though no such immaterial burthen could de- 
press that buoyant -hearted young gentleman for 
many hours together, there were circumstances con- 
nected with this debt which made the thought of it 
unusually importunate. The creditor was Mr Barn- 
bridge, a horse-dealer of the neighbourhood, whose* 
company was much sought in Middlemarch by 
young men understood to be * u addicted to pleas- 
ure.” During the vacations Fred had naturally 
required more amusements than he had ready money 
for, and Mr Bambridge had been accommodating 
enough not only to trust him for the hire of horses 
and the accidental expense of ruining a fine hunter, 
but also to make a small advance by which he 
might be able to meet s«me losses at billiards. The 
total debt was a hundred and sixty founds. Bam- 
bridge was in no alarm about his money, being sure 
that young Vincy had backers ; but he had required 
Vt)L. L M 
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something to show for it, and Fred had at first 
given a bill with his own signature. Three months 
later he had renewed this bill with the signature of 
Caleb Garth. On both occasions Fred had felt con- 
fident that he should meet the bill himself, having 
ample funds at disposal in his own hopefulness. 
You will 'hardly demand that his confidence should 
have a basis in external facts ; such confidence, we 
know, is something less coarse and materialistic : 
it is a comfortable disposition leading us to expect 
that the wisdom of providence or the folly of our 
friends, the mysteries of luck or tho still greater 
mystery of our high individual value in the uni- 
verse, will bring about agreeable issues, such as are 
consistent with our good taste in costume, and our 
general preference for the best style of thing. Fred 
felt sure that he should have a present from his 
uncle, that ho should have a run of luck, that by 
dint of “ swapping ” he should gradually metamor- 
phose a horse worth forty pounds into a horse that 
would fetch a hundred at any moment — “judgment” 
being always equivalent to an unspecified sum in 
hard cash. And in any case, even supposing nega- 
tions which only a morbid distrust could imagine, 
Fred had always (at that time) his father’s pocket 
as a last resource, so that his assets of hopefulness 
had a sort of gorgeous superfluity about them. Of 
what might be the capacity, of his father’s pocket, 
Fred had only a vague notion : was not trade 
elastic? And would not the deficiencies of one 
year be made up for by the surplus of another? 
The Yincys lived in an easy profuse way, not ^ith 
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any new ostentation, but according to the family 
habits and traditions, so that the children had no 
standard of economy, and the elder ones retained 
some of their infantine notion that their father 
might pay for anything if he would. Mr Vincy 
himself had expensive Middlemarch habits — spent 
money cgi coursing, on his cellar, and on dinner- 
giving, while mamma had those running accounts 
with tradespeople, which give a cheerful sense of 
getting everything one wants without any question 
of payment. But it was in the nature of fathers, 
Fred knew, to bully one about expenses : there was 
always a little storm over his extravagance if ho 
had to disclose a debt, and Fred disliked bad weather 
within doors. He was too filial to bo disrespectful 
to his father, and he bore the thunder with the 
certainty that it was transient; but in the mean 
time it was disagreeable to see his mother cry, and 
also to be obliged to look sulky instead of having 
fun; for Fred was so good-tempered that if he 
looked glum under scolding,* it was chiefly for pro- 
priety’s sake. The easier courso plainly, was to 
renew the bill with a friend’s signature. Why not? 
With the superfluous securities of hope at lii& com- 
mand, there was no reason why he should not have 
increased other people’s liabilities to any extent, but 
for the fact that men whose names were good for 
anything were usually pessimists, indisposed to 
believe that ihe universal order # of things would 
necessarily bo agreeable to an agreeable young 
gentleman. 

With a favour to ask we review our list of friends, 
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do justice to their more amiable qualities, forgive 
their little offences, and concerning each in turn, 
try to arrive at the conclusion that he will be eager 
to oblige us, our own eagerness to be obliged being 
as communicable as other warmth. Still there is 
always a certain number who are dismissed as but 
moderately eager until the others have? refused ; 
and it happened that Fred checked off all his friends 
but one, on the ground that applying to them would 
bo disagreeablo ; being implicitly convinced that he 
at least (whatever might be maintained about man- 
kind generally) had a right to be free from anything 
disagreeable. That he should ever fall into a thor- 
oughly unpleasant position — wear trousers shrunk 
with washing, eat cold mutton, have to walk for 
want of a horse, or to “duck under” in any sort of 
way — was an absurdity irreconcilable with those 
cheerful intuitions implanted in him by nature. 
And Fred winced under the idea of being looked 
down upon as wanting funds for small debts. Thus 
it came to pass that the friend whom he choso to 
apply to was at once the poorest and the kindest — 
namely, Caleb Garth. 

The Garths were very fond of Fred, as lie was 
of them ; for when he and Rosamond were little 
ones, and the Garths were better off, the slight 
connection between the ,two families through Mr 
Featherstone’s double marriage (the first to Mr 
Garth’s sister, arid the second to M*s Yincy’s) had 
led to an acquaintance which was carried on between 
the children rather than the parents : the children 
drank tea together out of their toy tea-cups, ahd 
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spent whole days together in play. Mary was a 
little hoyden, and Fred at six years old thought 
her the nicest girl in the world, making her his 
wife with a brass ring which he had cut from an 
umbrella. Through all tho stages of his education 
he had ktept his affection for tho Garths, and his 
habit of % going to their house as a second home, 
though any intercourse between them and the ehhrs 
of his family had long ceased. Even when Caleb 
Garth was prosperous, the Vineys were on conde- 
scending terms with him and his wife, for there 
were nice distinctions of rank in Middlemarch ; and 
though old manufacturers could not any more than 
dukes be connected with nono but equals, they were 
conscious of an inherent social superiority which 
was defined with great nicety in practice, though 
hardly expressible theoretically. Since then Mr 
Garth had failed in the building business, which lie 
had unfortunately added to his other avocations of 
surveyor, valuer, and agent, had conducted that 
business for a time entirely »for the benefit of his 
assignees, and had been living narrowly, exerting 
himself to the utmost that he might after all 
pay twenty shillings in tho pound. He liach now 
achieved this, and from all who did not think it a 
bad precedent-, his honourable exertions had won him 
due esteem ; but in no part of the world is genteel 
visiting founded on esteem, in tho absence of suit- 
able furniture • and complete dim&r-gervice. Mrs 
Vincy had never been at her ease with Mrs Garth, 
and frequently spoke of her as a woman who had 
hafl to work for her bread — meaning that Mrs, Garth 
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Lad been a teacKer before her marriage ; in which 
case an intimacy with Lindley Murray and Hang- 
nail’s Questions was something like a draper’s dis- 
crimination of calico trade-marks, or a courier’s 
acquaintance with foreign countries : no woman who 
was better off needed that sort of thing. ‘'And since 
Mary had been keeping Mr Feather stones house, 
Mrs Yincy’s want of liking for the Garths had been 
converted into something more positive, by alarm lest 
Fred should engage himself to this plain girl, whose 
parents “lived in such a small way.” Fred, being 
aware of this, never spoke at home of his visits to 
Mrs Garth, which had of lato become more frequent, 
the increasing ardour of his affection for Mary inclin- 
ing him the more towards those who belonged to her. 

Mr Garth had a small office in the town, and to 
this Fred went with his request. He obtained it 
without much difficulty, for a large amount of pain- 
ful experience had not sufficed to make Caleb Garth 
cautious ajbout his own affairs, or distrustful of his 
fellow-men when they had not proved themselves 
untrustworthy ; and he had the highest opinion of 
Fred, was “sure the lad would turn out well — an 
open affectionate fellow, with a good bottom to his 
character — you might trust him for anything.” 
Such was Caleb’s psychological argument. He was 
one of those rare men who aro rigid to themselves 
and indulgent to others. He had a certain shame 
about his neighbours’ errors, and never spoke of 
them willingly 5 hence he was not likely to divert 
his mind from the best mode of hardening timber 
and other ingenious devices in order to preconceive 
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those errors* If he had to^blame any one, it was 
necessary for him to move all* the papers within his 
reach, or describe various diagrams with his stick, 
or make calculations with the odd money in his 
pocket, before lie could begin ; and he would rather 
do other ftien’s work than find fault with their doing. 
I fear he# was a bad disciplinarian. 

When Fred stated the circumstances of his debt, 
his wish to meet it without troubling his father, and 
the certainty that |he money would be forthcoming 
so as to causo no one* asy inconvenience, Caleb 
pushed his spectacles upward, listened, looked into 
his favourite’s clear young eyes, and believed him, 
not distinguishing confidence about the future from 
veracity about the past ; but he felt that it was an 
occasion for a friendly hint as to conduct, and that 
before giving his signature he must give a rather 
strong admonition. Accordingly, lie took the paper 
and lowered his spectacles, measured the space at his 
command, reached his j pen and examined it, dipped 
it in the ink and examined it again, then pushed the 
paper a little way frorri him, lifted up his spectacles 
again, showed a deepened depression in the outer 
angle of his bushy eyebrows, which gave his face a 
peculiar mildness (pairdon these details for once — you 
would have learned xo love tlimn if you had known 
Caleb Gartn), and sand in a comfortable tone-*— 

“ It was a misfortune, eh, that breaking the 
horse’s knees? Arid then, these exchanges, they 
don’t answer wheni you have ’cute jockeys to^deal 
with. You’ll be w»|iser another time, my boy.” 
Whereupon Cale^b drew down his spectacles, and 
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proceeded to write his. signature with the care which 
ho always gave to thkt performance ; for whatever 
he did in the way of business he did well. He con- 
templated the large well-proportioned letters and 
final flourish, with his head a trifle on one, side for 
an instant, then handed! it to Fred, said “Good-bye,” 
and returned forthwith to his absorption hi a plan 
for Sir James Chettam’s 'new farm-buildings. 

Either because his interest in this work thrust the 
incident of the signatured from liis memory, or for 
some reason of which C&hbb was more conscious, Mrs 
Garth remained ignorant of the affair. 

Since it occurred, a change had come over Fred’s 
sky, which altered his viev/ of the distance, and was 
the reason why his uncle iFcatherstone’s present of 
money was of importance eiiough to make his colour 
come and go, first with a Itoo definite expectation, 
and afterwards with a proportionate disappointment. 
His failuro in passing his ^'examination, had made 
his accumulation of college ** debts the more unpar- 
donable' by his father, and lc thcre had been an un- 
precedented storm at home. ^ Mr Vincy had sworn 
that if ho had anything morJs of that sort to put up 
with, Fred should turn out ai> id get his living how 
lie could; and he had never y< et quite recovered his 
good-humoured tone to his soi % who had especially 
enraged him by saying at this r i stage of things that 
he did not want to be a clergym a 'an, and would rather 
not “go on with that.” Fred v nr as conscious that he 
would have been yet more severely dealt with if 
his family os well as himself It ad not secretly re- 
garded him as Mr Featherstoi^e’s heir; that old 
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'gentleman’s pride in him, and apparent fondness for 
him, serving in the stead of more exemplary con- 
duct — just as when a youthful nobleman steals 
jewellery we call the act kleptomania, speak of it 
with a philosophical smile, and never think of his 
being s$nt to the house of correction as if he were 
a ragged boy who had stolen turnips. In fact, tacit 
expectations of what would be done for him by 
uncle Featherstone determined the angle at which 
most people viewed Fred Vincy in Middlemarch ; 
and in his own consciousness, what uncle Feather- 
stone would do for him in an emergency, or what 
he would do simply as an incorporated luck, formed 
always an immeasurable depth of aerial perspective. 
But that present of bank-notes, once made, was 
measurable, and being applied to the amount of the 
debt, showed a deficit which had still to bo filled 
up either by Fred’s “judgment” or by luck in some 
other shape. For that little episode of the alleged 
borrowing, in which lie had made his father the 
agent in getting the IluLsTrode certificate, was a 
new reason against going to his father for money 
towards meeting 3iis actual debt. Fred was keen 
enough to foresee that auger would confuse distinc- 
tions, and tjiat his denial of having borrowed ex- 
pressly on the strength of his uncle’s will would be 
taken as a falsehood. Ho had gone to his father 
and told him one vlxaticms affair, and he had left 
another untoltl : in such cases th^ complete revela- 
tion always produces the impression of a previous 
duplicity. Now # Fred piqued himself on keeping 
cftear of lies, and even fibs ; he often shrugged his 
■ YOL. I. M 2 
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shoulders and made a significant grimace at what he 
called Rosamond's fibs (it is only brothers who can 
associate such ideas with a lovely girl) ; and rather 
than incur the accusation of falsehood he would even 
incur some trouble and self-restraint. It was under 
strong inward pressure of this kind thatvFred had 
taken the wise step of depositing the eighty pounds 
with his mother. It was a pity that he had not at 
once given them to Mr Garth ; but he meant to 
make the sum complete with another sixty, and 
with a view to this, he had kept twenty pounds in 
his own pocket as a sort of seed-corn, which, planted 
by judgment, and watered by luck, might yield more 
than threefold — a very poor rate of multiplication 
when the field is a young gentleman’s infinite soul, 
with all the numerals at command. 

Fred was not a gambler : fie had not that specific 
disease in which the suspension of the whole nervous 
energy on a chance or risk becomes as necessary as 
the dram to the drunkard; ho had only the tendency 
to that diffusive form of gambling which has no 
alcoholic intensity, but is carried on with the 
healthiest chyle -fed blood, keeping up a joyous 
imaginative activity which fashions events accord- 
ing to desire, and having no fears about its own 
weather, only sees the advantage there must be to 
others in going aboard with it. Hopefulness has a 
pleasure in making a throw of^any kind, because the 
prospect of success is certain ; and, only a more 
generous pleasure in offering as many as possible 
a share in the stake. Fred likod play, especially 
billiards, as ho liked hunting or riding a steeple- 
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chase ; and he only liked it the better because he 
wanted money and hoped to win. But the twenty 
pounds’ worth of seed-corn had been planted in vain 
in the seductive green plot — all of it at least which 
had not been dispersed by the roadside — and Fred 
found himself close upon the term of payment with 
no monqy at command beyond the eighty pounds 
which lie had deposited with his mother. The 
broken -winded horse which ho rodo represented a 
present which had been made to him a long while 
ago by his uncle Featherstone : his father always 
allowed him to keep a horse, Mr Vincy’s own habits 
making him regard this as a reasonable demand 
even for a son who was rather exasperating. This 
horse, then, was Fred’s property, and m his anxiety 
to meet the imminent bill he determined to sacrifice 
a possession without which life would certainly bo 
worth little. He made the resolution with a sense 
of heroism — heroism forced on him by the dread of 
breaking his word to Mr Garth, by his love for 
Mary and awe of her opinion. He would start for 
Houndsley horse-fair which was to be held the next 
morning, and — simply sell his horse, bringing back 
the money by coach ? — Well, the horse woul4 hardly 
fetch more than thirty pounds, and there was no 
knowing what might happen : it would bo folly to 
balk himself of luck beforehand. It was a hundred 
to one that some goo<J chance would fall in his way ; 
the longer hy thought of it, th# less possible it 
seemed that he should not have a good chance, and 
the less reasonably that hd should not equip himself 
with the powder and shot for bringing it down. He 
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would ride to Houndsley with Bambridge and with 
Horrock u the vet/ 1 and without asking them any- 
thing expressly, he should virtually get the benefit 
of their opinion. Before ho set out, Fred got the 
eighty pounds from his mother. 

Most of those who saw Fred riding outMof Middlo- 
liiarch in company with Bambridge and Horrock, on 
his way of course to Houndsley horse-fair, thought 
that young Vincy was pleasure-seeking as usual; and 
but for an unwonted consciousness of grave matters 
on hand, he himself would have had a sense of dissi- 
pation, and of doing what might be expected of a gay 
young fellow. Considering that Fred was not at all 

coarse, that he rather looked down on the manners 

¥ 

and speech of young men who had not been to the 
university, and that ho had written stanzas as pas- 
toral and un voluptuous as Lis flute- playing, his, 
attraction towards Bambridge and Ilorrock was an 
interesting fact which even the love of horse-flesh 
would not wholly account for without that mys- 
terious influence of Naming which determinates so 
much of mortal choice. Under any other name 
than “ pleasure” the sdbietyof Messieurs Bambridge 
and Horrock must certainly have been regarded as 
monotonous; and to arrive with them at Houndsley 
on a drizzling afternoon, to get down at the Red Lion 
in a street shaded with coal-dust, and dine in a room 
furnished with a dirt-enamelled map of the county, 
a bad portrait <9? an anonymous horse in a stable, 
His Majesty George the Fourth with legs and cravat, 
and various leaden spiitoons, might have seemed 
a hard business, but for the sustaining power of 
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nomenclature which determined that the pursuit of 
these things was “gay.” 

In Mr Horrock there was certainly an apparent 
unfathomableness which offered play to the imagina- 
tion. Costume, at a glance, gave him a thrilling 
association with horses (enough to specify the hat- 
brim wliioli took the slightest upward angle just to 
escape the suspicion of bending downwards), and 
nature had given him a face which by dint of 
Mongolian eyes, and a nose, mouth, and chin seem- 
ing to follow his hat-brim in a moderate inclination 
upwards, gave the effect of a subdued unchangeable 
sceptical smile, of ail expressions the most tyrannous 
over a susceptible mind, and, when accqjnpanied by 
adequate silence, likely to create the reputation of 
an invincible understanding, an infinite fund of 
humour — too dry to flow, and probably in a state 
of immovable crust, — and a critical judgment which, 
if you could ever be fortunate enough to know it, 
would be the thing and no other. It is a physiog- 
nomy seen in all vocations, but perhaps it has never 
been more powerful over the youth of England than 
in a judge of horses. 

Mr Horrock, at a question from Fred about his 
horse’s fetlocl^ turned sideways in his saddle, and 
watched the horse’s action for the space of three 
minutes, then turned forward, twitched his own 
bridle, and remained silent with a profile neither 
more nor less siteptical than it had l?een. 

The part thus played in dialogue by Mr Horrock 
was terribly effective. A mixture of passions was 
excited in Fred — a mad desire to thrash Horrock’s 
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opinion into utterance, restrained by anxiety to re- 
tain the advantage of his friendship. There was 
always the chance that Horrock might say some- 
thing quite invaluable at the right moment. 

Mr Bambridge had more open manners, and 
appeared to give forth his ideas without Economy. 
He was loud, robust, and was sometimes spoken of 
as being “ given to indulgence ” — chiellv in swear- 
ing, drinking, and beating his wife. Some people 
who had lost by him called him a vicious man ; but 
he regarded horse-dealing as the finest of the arts, 
and might have argued plausibly that it had noth- 
ing to do with morality. He was undeniably a 
prosperous n^m, boro his drinking better than others 
bore their moderation, and, on the whole, flourished 
like the green bay-tree. But his range of conversa- 
tion was limited, and like the fine old tune, “ Drops 
of brandy,” gave you after a while a sense of return- 
ing upon itself in a way that might make weak 
heads dizzy. But a slight infusion of Mr Bambridge 
was felt to give tone aiid character to several circles 
in Middlemarch ; and ho was a distinguished figure 
in the bar and billiard-room at the Green Dragon. 
He knew some anecdotes about the heroes of the 
turf, and various clever tricks of Marquesses and 
Viscounts which seemed to prove that blood asserted 
its pre-eminence even among blacklegs ; but the 
minute retentiveness of his ''memory was chiefly 
shown, about the Worses he had himself bought and 
sold ; the number of miles they would trot you in 
no time without turning a hair bring, after the lapse 
of years, still a subject of passionate asseveration* 
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in which he would assist the imagination of his 
hearers by solemnly swearing that they never saw 
anything like it. In short, Mr Ban'ibridge was a 
man of pleasure and a gay companion. 

Fred was subtle, and did not tell his friends that 
he was £oing to Houndsley bent on selling his 
horse : b^ wished to get indirectly at their genuine 
opinion of its value, not being aware that a genuine 
opinion was the last thing likely to be extracted 
from such eminent critics. It was not Mr Barn- 
bridge’s weakness to be a gratuitous flatterer. He 
had never before been so much struck with the fact 
that this unfortunate bay was a roarer to a degree 
which required the roundest word for perdition to 
give you any idea of it. 

“You made a bad hand at swapping when you 
went to anybody but me. Vincv I Why, you never 
threw your leg across a liner horse than that ches- 
nut, and you gave him for this brute. If you set 
him cantering, he goes on like twenty sawyers. I 
never heard but one worse roarer in my life, and 
that was a roan : it belonged to Peg well, the corn- 
factor ; he used to drive him in his gig seven years 
ago, and he wanted me to take him, but* I, said, 
1 Thank you Peg, I don’t deal in wind-instruments.’ 
That was what I said. It went the round of the 
country, that joke did. f But, what the hell! the 
horse was a penny trr<npet to that roarer of yours.” 

“ Why,, you# said just now his # was worse than 
mine,” said Fred, more irritable than usual. 

“ I said a lie, then,” said* Mr Bambridge, emphati- 
cafly. “ There wasn’t a penny to choose between ’em.” 
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Fred spurred his horse, and they trotted on a little 
way. When they slackened again, Mr Cambridge 
said — 

“ Not but what the roan was a better trotter than 
yours.” 

li I’m quite satisfied with his paces, I knotor,” said 
Fred, who required all the consciousness qf being 
in gay company to support him ; “ I sav his trot is 
an uncommonly clean one, eh, Horrock ? ” 

Mr Horrock looked before him with as complete 
a neutrality as if he had been a portrait by a great 
master. 

Fred gave up the fallacious hope of getting a 
genuine opinion ; but on reflection he saw that Cam- 
bridge’s depreciation and Horrock’ s silence were 
both virtually encouraging, and indicated that they 
thought hotter of the horse than they chose to say. 

That very evening, indeed, before the fair had set 
in, Fred thought lie saw a favourable opening for 
disposing advantageously of his horse, but an open- 
ing which made him congratulate himself on his 
foresight in bringing with him his eighty pounds. 
A young farmer, acquainted with Mr Bambridge, 
came into the lied Lion, and entered into conver- 
sation about parting with a hunter, which he in- 
troduced at once as Diamond, implying that it was 
a public character. For himself lie only wanted a 
useful hack, which would draw upon occasion ; being 
about to marry an£ to give up hunting* i The hunter 
was in a friend’s stable at some little distance ; there 
was still time for gentlemen to soe it before dark. 
The friend’s stable had to be reached through a back 
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street where you might as easily have been poisoned 
without expense of drugs as in any grim street of 
that unsanitary period. Fred was. not fortified 
against disgust by brandy, as his companions were, 
but the hope of having at last seen the horse that 
would ei^ible him to make money was exhilarating 
enough to lead him over the same ground again the 
first thing in the morning. Ho felt sure that if ho 
did not come to a bargain with the farmer, Barn- 
bridge would ; for the stress of circumstances, Fred 
felt, was sharpening his acuteness and endowing 
him with all the constructive power of suspicion. 
Bambridge had run down Diamond in a way that 
he never would have done (the horse being a friend’s) 
if he had not thought of buying it ; every one who 
looked at the animal — even Horrock — was evidently 
impressed with its merit. To get all the advantage 
of being with men of this sort, you must know how 
to draw your inferences, and not be a spoon who 
takes things literally. The colour of the horse was 
a dappled grey, and Fred happened to know that 
Lord Medlicote’s man was on the look-out for just 
such a horse. After all his running down, Bam- 
bridge let it out in the course of the evening, when 
the farmer was absent, that he had seen worse horses 
go for eighty pounds. Of course he contradicted 
himself twenty times over, but when you know what 
is likely to be true you can test a man’s admissions. 
And Fred coul^d not but reckon hi%own judgment of 
a horse as worth something. The fanner had paused 
over Fred’s respectable though broken- winded steed 
long enough to show that he thought it worth con- 
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sideration, and it seemed probable that he would 
take it, with five-and-twenty pounds in addition, as 
the equivalent of Diamond. In that case Fred, when 
he had parted with his new horse for at least eighty 
pounds, would bo fifty-five pounds in pocket by the 
transaction, and would have a hundred and thirty- 
five pounds towards meeting the bill ; so that the 
deficit temporarily thrown on Mr Garth would at the 
utmost be twenty-five pounds. By the time he was 
hurrying on his clothes in tho morning, he saw so 
clearly the importance of not losing this raro chance, 
that if Bambridge and Horrock had both dissuaded 
him, he would not have been deluded into a direct 
interpretation of their purpose : ho would have been 
aware that those deep hands held something else 
than a young fellow’s interest. With regard to 
horses, distrust was your only clue. But scepticism, 
as we know, can never be thoroughly applied, else 
life would come to a standstill : something wo must 
believe in and do, and whatever that something may 
be called, it is virtually our own judgment, even 
when it seems like the most slavish reliance on an- 
other. Fred believed in the excellence of his bar- 
gain, and even before tho fair had well set in, had 
got possession of tho dappled grey, at the price of 
his old horse and thirty pounds in addition — only 
five pounds more than he had expected to give. 

But ho felt a little worried (jnd wearied, perhaps 
with mental debate, and without waiting for the 
further gaieties of the horse-fair, he set out alone 
on his fourteen miles’ journey, meaning to take it 
very quietly and keep his horse fresh. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 


'* The offender's sorrow brings but small relief 
To him who wears the strong offence’s cioss.” 

—Shakespeare: Sonnets. 


I am sorry to say that only the third day after the 
propitious evonts at Honndsley Fred Vincy had 
fallen into worse spirits than he had known in his 
life before. Not that he had been disappointed as to 
the possible market for his horse, but that before the 
bargain could be concluded with Lord Medlicote’s 
man, this Diamond, in which hope to the amount of 
eighty pounds had been invested, had without the 
slightest warning exhibited in the stable a most 
vicious energy in kicking, had just missed killing 
the groom, and had ended in laming himself severely 
by catching his leg in a rope that overhung the 
stable - board. There was no more redress for’ this 
than for the discovery of bad temper after marriage 
— which of course ol$ companions were aware of be- 
fore the cereiyony. For some reason or other, Fred 
had none of his usual elasticity under this stroke of 
ill-fortune : he w^s simply aware that he had only 
fifty pounds, that there was no chance of his getting 
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any more at present, and that the bill for a hundred 
and sixty would be presented in five days. Even 
if he had applied to his father on the plea that Mr 
Garth should be saved from loss, Fred felt smart- 
ingly that his father would angrily refuse to rescue 
Mr Garth from the consequence of what lib would 
call encouraging extravagance and deceit. f IIe was 
so utterly downcast that lie could frame no other 
project than to go straight to Mr Garth and tell him 
the sad truth, carrying with him the fifty pounds, and 
getting that sum at least safely out of his own hands. 
His father, being at the warehouse, did not yet know 
of the accident : when he did, ho would storm about 
the vicious brute being brought into his stable ; and 
before meeting that lesser annoyance Fred wanted to 
get away with all his courage to face the greater. 
He took his father’s nag, for he had made up his 
mind that when ho had told Mr Garth, ho would 
ride to Stone Court and confess all to Mary. In fact, 
it is probable that but for Mary’s existence and 
Fred’s love for her, his conscience would have been 
much loss active both in previously urging the debt 
on his thought and in impelling him not to spare 
himself after his usual fashion by deferring an un- 
pleasant task, but to act as directly and simply as 
he could. Even much stronger mortals than Fred 
Yincy hold half their rectitude in the mind of the 
being they love best. “ The theatre of all my actions 
is fallen,” said an antique personage whmi his chief 
friend was dead; and they are fortunate who get 
a theatre where the audience demrnds their best. 
Certainly it would have, made a consiueiable d r 
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ference to Fred at that time if Mary Garth had had 
no decided notions as to what was admirable in 
character. 

Mr Garth was not at the office, and Fred rode on 
to his house, which was a little way outside the 
town — %. homely place with an orchard in front of 
it, a rambling, old-fashioned, half-timbered building, 
which before the town had spread had been a farm- 
house, but was now surrounded with the private 
gardens of the townsmen. \Vo get the fonder of our 
houses if they liftve a physiognomy of their own, 
as our friends have. The Garth family, which was 
rather a large one, for Mary had four brothers and one 
sister, were very fond of their old house, from which 
all the best furniture had long been sold. Fred 
liked it too, knowing it by heart even to the attic 
which smelt deliciously of apples and quinces, and 
until to-day lie had never come to it without pleasant 
expectations; but his heart boat uneasily now with 
the sense that he should probably have to make his 
confession before Mrs Garth § of whom he was rather 
more in awe than of her husband. Not that she was 
inclined to sarcasm and to impulsive sallies, as Mary 
was. In her present matronly age at least, Mrs 
Garth never committed herself by over-hasty speech ; 
having, as # sho said, borne the yoke in her youth, 
and learned self-control. She had that rare sense 
which discerns what is "unalterable, and submits to 
it without murmuring. Adoijpg her husband’s 
virtues, she had very early made up her mind to 
his incapacity o£ minding his own interests, and 
had met the consequences cheerfully. She had 
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been magnanimous enough to renounce all pride 
in teapots or children’s frilling, and had never 
poured any pathetic confidences into the ears of 
her feminine neighbours concerning Mr Garth’s 
want of prudence and the sums he might have had 
if he had been like other men. Hence ‘these fair 
neighbours thought her either proud or eccentric, 
and sometimes spoko of her to their husbands as 
u your fine Mrs Garth.” She was not without her 
criticism of them in return, being more accurately 
instructed than most matrons in Middlemarch, and 
— where is the blameless woman ? — apt to be a little 
severe towards her own sex, which in her opinion 
was framed to be entirely subordinate. On the 
other hand, slio was disproportionately indulgent 
towards the failings of men, and was often heard 
to say that these were natural. Also, it must be 
admitted that Mrs Garth was a trifle too emphatic 
in her resistance to what she held to be follies : 
the passage from governess into housewife had 
wrought itself a little., too strongly into her con- 
sciousness, and she rarely forgot that while her 
grammar and accent were above the town standard, 
she wore a plain cap, cooked the family dinner, and 
darned all the stockings. She had sometimes taken 
pupils in a peripatetic fashion, making them follow 
her about in the kitchen with their book or slate. 
She thought it good for them ^o see that she could 
make an excellent lather while she cprrected their 
blunders u without looking,” — that a woman with 
her sleeves tucked up above her elbows might know 
all about the Subjunctive Mood or the Torrid Zone 



BOOK III. WAITING FOR DEATH. * 371 


— that, in short, she might possess “ education ” 
and other good tilings ending in “ tion,” and worthy 
to be pronounced emphatically, without being a 
useless doll. When she made remarks to this 
edifying effect, she had a firm little frown on her 
brow, wMcli yet did not hinder her face from look- 
ing benevolent, and her words which came forth 
like a procession were uttered iii a fervid agreeable 
contralto. Certainly, the exemplary Mrs Garth had 
her droll aspects, but her character sustained her 
oddities, as a very fine wine sustains a flavour of 
skin. 

Towards Fred Vincy she had a motherly feeling, 
and had always been disposed to excuse his errors, 
though she would probably not have excused Mary 
for engaging herself to him, her daughter being 
included in that more rigorous judgment which she 
applied to fyer own sex. But -this very fact of her 
exceptional indulgence towards him made it the 
harder to Fred that he must now inevitably sink 
in her opinion. And the circumstances of his visit 
turned out to be still more unpleasant than he had 
expected ; for Caleb Garth had gone out early to 
look at some repairs not far off. Mrs Garth at 
certain hours was always in the kitchen, and this 
morning she was carrying on several occupations 
at once there — making her pies at the w r ell-scoured 
deal table on one si<Jo of that airy room, observing 
Sally’s movements at the ove^ and dough -tub 
through’ an open door, and giving lessons to her 
youngest boy and girl, who were standing opposite 
ib her at the table with their books and slates 
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before them. A tub and a clothes-horse at the 
other end of the kitchen indicated an intermittent 
wash of small things also going on. 

Mrs Garth, with her sleeves turned above her 
elbows, deftly handling her pastry — applying her 
rolling-pin and giving ornamental pinches, while 
she expounded with grammatical fervour )vhat wero 
the right views about the concord of verbs and 
pronouns with “ nouns of multitude or signifying 
many,” was a sight agreeably amusing. She was 
of the same curly-haired, square-faced type as Mary, 
but handsomer, with more delicacy of feature, a pale 
skin, a solid matronly figure, and a remarkable 
firmness of glance. In her snowy -frilled cap she 
reminded one of that delightful Frenchwoman whom 
wo have all seen marketing, basket on arm. Look- 
ing at the mother, you might hope that the daughter 
would become like? her, which is a prospective ad- 
vantage equal to a dowry — the mother too often 
standing behind the daughter like a malignant 
prophecy — “Such as J am, she will shortly be.” 

“ Now let us go through that once more,” said 
Mrs Garth, pinching an apple-puff which seemed to 
distract Ben, an energetic young male with a heavy 
brow, from due attention to the lesson. “ ‘Not with- 
out regard to the import of the word as conveying 
unity or plurality of idea ’■ — tell me again what that 
means, Ben.” 

(Mrs Garth, like more celebrated educators, had 
her favourite ancient paths, and in a general wreck 
of society would have tried to hold her ‘ Lindley 
Murray 1 above the waves.') ° 



BOOK III. WAITING FOR DEATH. 


373 


“ Oh — it means — you must think what you 
mean,” said Ben, rather peevishly. “I hate gram- 
mar. What's the use of it ? ” 

“To teach you to speak and write correctly, so 
that you can be understood/' said Mrs Garth, with 
severe precision. “ Should you like to speak as old 
Job does,?” 

“Yes,” said Ben, stoutly; “it’s funnier. He says, 
4 Yo goo ’ — that’s just as good as 4 You go.’ ” 

44 But he says, 4 # A ship’s in the garden/ instead 
of 4 a sheep/ ” said Letty, with an air of superiority. 
44 You might think ho meant a ship off the sea.” 

44 No, you mightn’t, if you weren’t silly,” said Ben. 
44 How could a ship off the sea come there ? ” 

44 These things belong only to pronunciation, which 
is the least part of grammar,” said Mrs Garth. 44 That 
apple-peel is to be eaten by the pigs, Ben ; if you 
eat it, I must give them your piece of pasty. Job 
lias only to speak about very plain things. How do 
you think you would write or speak about anything 
more difficult, if you knew n$ more of grammar than 
he does? You would use wrong words, and put 
words in the wrong places, and instead of making 
j)eople understand you, they would turn a$v*\y from 
you as a tiresome person. What would you do 
then?” 

44 1 shouldn’t care, 1 should leave off,” said Ben, 
with a sense that thi§ was an agreeable issue where 
grammar was# concerned. 

44 1 see you are getting tired and stupid, Ben,” 
said Mrs Garth,* accustomed to these obstructive 
arguments from her male offspring. Having finished 
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hor pies, she moved towards the clothes-horse, and 
said, “ Come here and tell me the story I told you 
on Wednesday, about Cincinnatus.” 

“ I know ! ho was a farmer/’ said Ben. 

“Now, Ben, he was a Roman — let me tell,” said 
Letty, using her elbow contentiously. k 4 

“ You silly thing, lie was a Roman farinef, and he 
was ploughing.” 

“Yes, but before that — that didn’t come first — 
people wanted him,” said Letty. 

“ Well, but you must say what sort of a man ho was 
first,” insisted Ben. “ He \vas a Aviso man, like my 
father, and that made the people want his advice. 
And he was a brave man, and could- fight. And so 
could my father — couldn’t he, mother?” 

“Now, Ben, let me tell the story straight on, as 
mother told it us,” said Letty, frowning. “ Please, 
mother, tell Ben not to speak.” 

“ Letty, I am ashamed of you,” said her mother, 
wringing out the caps from the tub. “ When your 
brother began, you ought to have Avaited to see if ho 
could not tell the story. How rude you look, push- 
ing and frowning, as if you wanted to conquer with 
your elbows ! Cincinnatus, I am sure, would have 
been sorry to see his daughter behave so.” (Mrs 
Garth delHered this awful sentence with much 
majesty of enunciation, and Letty felt that betAveen 
repressed volubility and gener/il disesteem, that of 
the Romans incisive, life was already a painful 
affair.) “ Now, Ben.” 

“Well — oh — well — why; there was a great deal 
of fighting, and they were all blockheads, and— I 
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can't tell it just how you told it — but they wanted a 
man to be captain and king and everything ” 

“Dictator, now,” said Letty, with injured looks, 
and not without a wish to make her mother repent. 

“Very well, dictator I” said Ben, contemptuously. 
“But thjft? isn’t a good word : he didn’t tell them to 
write on slates.” 

“ Come, come, Ben, you are not so ignorant as 
that,” said Mrs Garth, carefully serious. “ Hark, 
there is a knock at the door ! Run, Letty, and 
open it.” - 

The knock was Fred’s ; and when Letty said that 
her lather was not in yet, but that her mother was 
in the kitchen, Fred had no alternative. He could 
not depart from his usual practice of going to see 
Mrs Garth in the kitchen if she happened to bo at 
work there. He put his arm round Letty’s neck 
silently, and led her into the kitchen without his 
usual jokes and caresses. 

Mrs Garth was surprised to see Fred at this hour, 
but surprise was not a feeling that she was given to 
express, and she only said, quietly continuing her 
work — 

“ You, Fred, so early in the day? You look quite 
pale. Has anything happened?” 

“ I want \o speak to Mr Garth,” said Fred, not 
yet ready to say more — “ and to you also,” ho added, 
after a little pause, % for he had no doubt that Mrs 
Garth knew everything about tin* bill, and he must 
in the end speak of it before her, if not to her solely. 

“ Caleb will be t in agaih in a few minutes,” said 
Mrs Garth, who imagined some trouble between 
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Fred and his father. “He is sure not to be long, 
because he has some work at his desk that must be 
dono this morning. Do you mind staying with me, 
while I finish my matters hero?” 

“ But we needn’t go on about Cincinnatus, need 
wo?” said Ben, who had taken Fred’s vVltip out of 
his hand, and was trying its efficiency ojj. the cat. 

“ No, go out now. But put that whip down. 
How very mean of you to whip poor old Tortoise ! 
Pray take the whip from him, Fred.” 

“ Come, old boy, give it me,” said Fred, putting 
out his hand. 

“ Will you let mo ride on your horse to-day ? ” 
said Ben, rendering up the whip, with an air of not 
being obliged to do it. 

“Not to-day — another time. I am not riding my 
own horse.” 

“ Shall you see Mary to-day ? ” 

“Yes, I think so,” said Fred, with an unpleasant 
twinge. 

“ Tell her to come liame soon, and play at forfeits, 
and make fun.” 

“ Enough, enough, Ben ! run away,” said Mrs 
Garth, seeing that Fred was teased. 

“ Are Letty and Ben your only pupils now, Mrs 
Garth?” said Fred, when the children were gone 
and it was needful to say something that would 
pass the time. He was not r yet sure whether he 
should wait for Mr Garth, or use any good oppor 
tunity in conversation to confess to Mrs Garth her- 
self, give her the money and ride a way. 

“ One — only one. F anny Hackbutt comes lit 
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half-past eleven. I am not getting a great income 
now,” said Mrs Garth, smiling. “ I am at a low 
ebb with pupils. But I have saved my little purse 
for Alfred’s premium : I have ninety -two pounds. 
He can go to Mr Hanmcr’s now ; lie is just at the 
right age.*’* 

This did not lead well towards the news that Mr 

i 

Garth was on the brink of losing ninety-two pounds 
and more. Fred was silent. “Young gentlemen 
who go to college are rather more costly than that,” 
Mrs Garth innocently continued, pulling out the 
edging on a cap-border. “And Caleb tl links that 
Alfred will turn out a distinguished engineer : he 
wants to give the boy a good chance. There he is I 
I hear him coming in. We will go to him in the 
parlour, shall we V ” 

When they entered the parlour Caleb had thrown 
down his hat and was seated at his desk. 

“ What ! Fred, my boy ! ” he said, in a tone of mild 
surprise, holding his pen still undipped ; “you are 
here betimes.” But missing the usual expression 
of cheerful greeting in Fred’s face, lie immediately 
added, “Is there anything up at* home?— -anything 
the matter?” 

“Yes, Mr Garth, I am come to tell something 
that I am afraid will givo you a bad opinion of me. 
I am come to tell you and Mrs Garth that I can’t 
keep my word. I c^n’t find the money to meet 
the bill after jill. I have been unfortunate ; I have 
only got these fifty pounds towards the hundred 
and sixty.” 

•While Fred was speaking, he had taken out the 
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notes and laid them on the desk before Mr Garth. 
He had burst forth at once with tho plain fact, feel- 
ing boyishly miserable and without verbal resources. 
Mrs Garth was mutely astonished, and looked at her 
husband for an explanation. Caleb blushed, and 
after a little pause said — 

“ Oh, I didn’t tell you, Susan : I put my name to 
a bill for Fred ; it was for a hundred and sixty 
pounds. He made sure he could meet it himself.” 

There was an evident change in Mrs Garth’s face, 
but it was like a change below {lie surface of water 
which remains smooth. She fixed her eyes on Fred, 
saying— 

“ I suppose you have asked your father for the 
rest of the money and lie has refused you.” 

“No,” said Fred, biting his lip, and speaking 
with more difficulty ; “ but I know it will be of no 
use to ask him ; and unless it were of use, I should 
not liko to mention Mr Garth’s name in tho matter.” 

“ It has come at an unfortunate time,” said Caleb, 
in his hesitating way, looking down at the notes and 
nervously fingering the paper, “ Christmas upon us 
— I’m rather hard ‘up just now. You see, I have to 
cut out everything like a tailor with short measure. 
What can we do, Susan ? I shall want every 
farthing we have in tho bank. It’s a hundred and 
ten pounds, tho deuce take it ! ” 

“I must give you the ninety-two pounds that I 
have put by for Alfred’s premium,” s^id Mrs Garth, 
gravely and decisively, though a nice ear might 
have discerned a slight trtrnor in $ome of the words. 
" And I have no doubt that Mary has twenty pounds 
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saved from her salary by this time. She will ad- 
vance it.” 

Mrs Garth had not again looked at Fred, and was 
not in the least calculating what words she should 
use to cut him the most effectively. Like the eccen- 
tric woidan she was, she was at present absorbed 
in considering what was to be done, and did not 
fancy that the end could bo better achieved by 
bitter remarks or explosions. But she had made 
Fred feel for the first time something like the 
tooth of remorse. Curiously enough, his pain in 
the affair beforehand had consisted almost entirely 
in the sense that lie must seem dishonourable, and 
sink in the opinion of the Garths : ho had not occu- 
pied himself with the inconvenienco and possible 
injury that his breach might occasion them, for this 
exercise of the imagination on other people’s needs 
is not common with hopeful young gentlemen. In- 
deed we are most of us brought up in the notion 
that the highest motive for not doing a wrong is 
something irrespective of the beings who would 
suffer the wrong. But at this moment he suddenly 
saw himself as a pitiful rascal who was robbing two 
.women of their savings. 

“ I shall certainly pay it all, Mrs Garth — ulti- 
mately,” he* stammered out. 

“ Yes, ultimately,” said Mrs Garth, who having 
a special dislike to ( fine words on ugly occasions, 
could not no)v repress an epigram. “ But boys can- 
not well be apprenticed ultimately : they should be 
apprenticed at fifteen.” • She had never been so 
lfrttle inclined to make excuses for Fred. 
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“I was the most in the wrong, Susan,” said 
Caleb. “Fred made sure of finding the money. 
But Td no business to be fingering bills. I sup- 
pose you have looked all round and tried all honest 
means?” he added, fixing his merciful grey eyes 
on Fred. Caleb was too delicate to specify Mr 
Featherstone. 

“ Yes, I have tried everything' — I really have. I 
should have had a hundred and thirty pounds ready 
but for a misfortune with a horse which I was about 
to sell. My uncle had given me eighty pounds, and 
I paid away thirty with my old horse in order to get 
another which I was going to sell for eighty or more 
— I meant to go without a horse — but now it has 
turned out vicious and lamed itself. I wish I and 
the horses too had been at the devil, before I had 
brought this on you. There's no one else I care so 
much for : you and Mrs Garth liavo always been so 
kind to me. However, it’s no use saying that. You 
will always think mo a rascal now.” 

Fred turned round ai}d hurried out of the room, 
conscious that ho was getting rather womanish, and 
feeling confusedly that his being sorry was not of 
much use to the Garths. They could see him 
mount, and quickly pass through the gate. 

“I am disappointed in Fred Vincy,*' said Mrs 
Garth. “ I would not have believed beforehand 
that he would have drawn' you into his debts. I 
knew ho was extravagant, but 1 did not think that 
ho would be so mean as to hang his risks on his 
oldest friend, who could the least jtfford to lose.” 

“ I was a fool, Susan.” 
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“ That you were,” said the wife, nodding and 
smiling. “But I should not have gone to publish 
it in the market-place. Why should you keep such 
things from me V It is just so with your buttons ; 
you let them burst oft* without telling me, and 
go out With your wristband hanging. If I had 
only known I might have been ready with some 
better plan.” 

“You aro sadly cut up, 1 know, Susan,” said 
Caleb, looking feelingly at her. “ I can’t abide 
your losing the money you’ve scraped together for 
Alfred.” 

“It is very well that I had scraped it together ; 
and it is you who will have to suffer, for you must 
teach the boy yourself. You must give up your 
bad habits. Rome men take to drinking, and you 
have taken to working without pay. You must 
indulge yourself a little less in that. And you 
must ride over to Mary, and ask the child what 
money she has.” • 

Caleb had pushed his chaV back, and was lean- 
ing forward, shaking his head slowly, and fitting 
his finger-tips together with much nicety. 

“Poor Mary!” he said. “Susan,” he went on 
in a lowered tone. “ I’m afraid she may be fond of 
Fred.” 

“ Oh no ! She always laughs at him ; and he 
is not likely to think of her in any othef than a 
brotherly way.” 

Caleb made no rejoinder, but presently lowered 
his spectacles, .dre*y up his$ chair to the desk, and 
said, “ Deuce take the bill — I wish it was at 

VOL. L N 
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Hanover! These tilings are a sad interruption to 
business ! ” 

The .first part of this speech comprised his whole 
store of maledictory expression, and was uttered 
with a slight snarl easy to imagine. But it would 
be difficult to couvey to those who never 1ft ard him 
utter the word “ business,” the peculiar^ tone of 
fervid veneration, of religious regard, in which ho 
wrapped it, as a consecrated symbol is wrapped in 
its gold-fringed linen. 

Caleb Garth often shook his head in meditation 
on tbo value, the indispensable might of that myriad- 
headed, myriad-handed labour by which the social 
body is fed, clothed, and housed. It had laid hold 
of his imagination in boyhood. The echoes of the 
great hammer where roof or keel were a- making, 
the signal -shouts of the workmen, the roar of the 
furnace, the thunder and plash of the engine, were 
a sublime music to him ; the felling and lading of 
timber, and the huge trunk vibrating star-like in the 
distance along the highway, the crane at work on 
the wharf, the piled-up produce in warehouses, the 
precision and variety of muscular effort wherever 
exact work had to be turned out, — all these sights 
of his youth had acted on him as poetry' without the 
aid of the poets, had made a philosophy for him 
without^ the aid of philosophers, a religion without 
the aid of theology. His e^ly ambition had been 
to have as effective a share as possible in this 
sublime labour, which was peculiarly dignified by 
him with the name of <? busines* ; ” -and though he 
had only been a short time under a surveyor, find 



BOOK III. WAITING FOR DEATH. 


383 


had been chiefly his own teacher, he knew more of 
land, building, and mining than most of the special 
men in the county. 

His classification of human employments was 
rather crude, and, like the categories of more cele- 
brated rfltfn, would not be acceptable in these ad- 
vanced ^irnes. He divided them into 11 business, 
politics, preaching, learning, and amusement.” He 
had nothing to say against the last four ; but ho 
regarded them as a reverential pagan regarded 
other gods than his own. In the same way, he 
thought very well of all ranks, but lie would not 
himself have liked to be of any rank in which he 
had not such close contact with “ business ” as to 
get often honourably decorated with marks of dust 
and mortar, the damp of the engine, or the sweet 
soil of the woods and fields. Though he had never 
regarded himself as other than an orthodox Chris- 
tian, and would argue on prevenient grace if the 
subject wore proposed to him, I think his virtual 
divinities were good practical schemes, accurate 
work, and the faithful completion of undertakings : 
his prince of darkness was a slack workman. But 
there was no spirit of denial in Caleb, and the. world 
seemed so wondrous to him that he was ready to 
accept any number of systems, like any number 
of firmaments, if they did not obviously interfere 
with the best land-drainage, solid building, correct 
measuring, an£ judicious boring {for coal). In fact, 
he had a reverential soul with a strong practical 
intelligence. But«he could not manage finance : he 
kilew values well, but he had no keenness of imagin- 



384 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


ation for monetary results in the shape of profit and 
loss : and having ascertained this to his cost, ho 
determined to give up all forms of his beloved 
u business ” which required that talent. He gave 
himself up entirely to the many kinds of work 
which ho could do without handling capital, and 
was one of those precious men within liis own 
district whom everybody would choose to work for 
them, because he did his work well, charged very 
little, and often declined to charge at all. It is no 
wonder, then, that the Garths were poor, and “lived 
in a small way.” However, they did not mind it. 
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Love MM/Kcth not itself to please, 

Nor for itself hath any care, 

But for another gives its ease, 

And builds a heaven in hell’s despair. 

l.ove seeketh only self to please, 

To bind another to its delight, 

Joys in another’s loss of ease, 

And builds a hell in heaven’s despite." 

— W. Blake: Sony 8 of Rx}*ricnce. 


Fred Vincy wanted to arrive at Stone Court when 
Mary could not expect him, and when his uncle was 
not down-stairs : in that casfc she might be sitting 
alone in the wainscoated parlour. He left his horse 
in the yard to avoid making a noise on the gravel 
in front, and entered the parlour without other notice 
than the noise of the door-handle. Mary was in her 
usual corner, laughing over Mrs Piozzi’s recollec- 
tions of Johnson, and looked up with the fun still 
in her face. It gradually faded as she saw Fred 
approach her without speaking, ^md stand before 
her with his elbow on the mantelpiece, looking ill. 
She too was silerrt, only raising her eyes to him 
inquiringly. 
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“Mary,” he began, “I am a good-for-nothing 
blackguard.” 

“ I should think one of those epithets would do 
at a time,” said Mary, trying to smile, but feeling 
alarmed. 

“ I know you will never think well of # me any 
more. You will think me a liar. You wjll think 
me dishonest. You will think I didn’t care for you, 
or your father and mother. You always do make 
the worst of me, I know.” 

“ I cannot deny that I shall think all that of you, 
Fred, if you give me good reasons. But please to 
tell me at once what, you have done. I would 
rather know the painful truth than imagine it.” 

“ I owed money — a hundred and sixty pounds. 
I asked your father to put his name to a bill. I 
thought it would not signify to him. 1 made sure 
of paying the money myself, and I have tried as 
hard as I could. And now, I have been so unlucky 
— a horse has turned out badly — I can only pay 
fifty pounds. And I ean’t ask my father for the 
money: ho would not give me a farthing. And 
my uncle gave me a hundred a little while ago. 
So what* can I do ? And now your father has ho. 
ready money to spare, and your mother will have 
to pay away her ninety-two pounds tfiat she has 
saved, and she says your savings must go too. 
You see what a ” 

“ Oh, poor motlter, poor father ! ” s$iid Mary, her 
eyes filling with tears, and a little sob rising which 
she tried to repress. She looked straight before her 
and took no notice of Fred, all the consequences it 
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home becoming present to her. He too remained 
silent for some moments, feeling more miserable 
than ever. 

“ I wouldn’t have hurt you so for the world, 
Mary,” he said at last. u You can never forgive 
me.”. 

“Wh^t does it matter whether I forgive you?” 
said Mary, passionately. 1 4 Would that make it any 
better for my mother to lose tlio money she lias 
been earning by lessons for four years, that she 
might send Alfred to Mr Hanmer’s ? Should you 
think /ill that pleasant enough if I forgave you?” 

“ Say what you like, Mary. I deserve it all.” 

“ 1 don’t want to say anything,” said Mary, more 
quietly ; “ my anger is of no use.” * She dried her 
eyes, threw aside her book, rose and fetched her 
sewing. 

Fred followed her with his eyes, hoping that 
they would meet hers, and in that way find access 
for his imploring penitence. But no ! Mary could 
easily avoid looking upward. 

u I do care about your mother’s money going,” 
he said, when she was seated again and sewing 
.quickly. “ I wanted to ask you, Mary — d # on’t you 
think that Mr Featherstono — if you were to tell him 
— tell him, I mean, about apprenticing Alfred — 
would advance the money ? ” 

“ My family is no^ fond of begging, Fred. We 
would rather # work for our moiey. Besides, you 
say that Mr Featlierstone has lately given you a 
hundred pounds. # He ntrely makes presents ; he 
h&s never made presents to us. I am sure my 
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father will not ask him for anything ; and even 
if I chose to bog of him, it would be of no use." 

“ I am so miserable, Mary — if you knew how 
miserable I am, you would be sorry for me.” 

“ There are other things to be more sorry for 
than that. But selfish people always tliirik their 
own discomfort of more importance than anything 
else in the world : I see enough of that every 
day.” 

“ It is hardly fair to call m^ selfish. If you 
knew what things other young men do, you would 
think me a good way off the worst.” 

“ I know that people who spend a great deal of 
money on themselves without knowing how they 
shall pay, must be selfish. They are always think- 
ing of what they can get for themselves, and not 
of what other people may lose.” 

“Any man may be unfortunate, Mary, and find 
himself unable to pay when he meant it. There 
is not a better man in the world than your father, 
and vet he got into trouble.” 

“ How dare you make any comparison between 
tny father and you, Fred ? ” said Mary, in a deep 
tone of indignation. “He never got into trouble- 
by thinking of his own idle pleasures, but because 
he was always thinking of the work ho was doing 
for other people. And he lias hired hard, and 
worked hard to make good everybody’s loss.” 

“And you tiling that I ‘ shall neve* try to make 
good anything, Mary. It is not generous to believe 
the worst of a man. When you liawo got any power 
over him, I think you might try and use it to make 
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him better ; but that is what you never do. How- 
ever, I’m going,” Fred ended, languidly. “ I shall 
never speak to you about anything again. I’m very 
sorry for all the* trouble I’ve caused — that’s all.” 

Mary had dropped her work out of her hand and 
looked up. There is often something maternal even 
in a gijlish love, and Mary’s Lard experience had 
wrought her nature to an impressibility very dif- 
ferent from that hard slight tiling which we call 
girlishness. At Fred's last words she felt an in- 
stantaneous pang, something like what a mother 
feels at the imagined sobs or cries of her naughty 
truant child, which may lose itself and get harm. 
And when, looking up, her eyes met his dull de- 
spairing glance, her pity for him surmounted her 
anger and all her other anxieties. 

“ Oh, Fred, how ill you look I Sit down a mo- 
ment, Don’t go yet. Let me tell uncle that you 
are here. He has been wondering that he has not 
seen you for a whole week.” Mary spoke hurriedly, 
saying the words that canio first without knowing 
very well what they were, but saying them in a lialf- 
soothing lialf-beseeching tone, and rising as if to go 
away to Mr Featherstone. Of course Fred fylt as if 
the clouds had parted and a gleam had come : he 
moved and stood in her way. 

u Say one word, Mary, and I will do anything. 
Say you will not tlynk the worst of me — will not 
give me up ^altogether.” 

“ As if it were any pleasure to me to think ill of 
you,” said Mary,«in a mournful tone. “ As if it were 
Sot very painful to me to see you an idlo frivolous 

VOL." I. N 2 
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creature. How can you bear to be so contemptible, 
when others are working and striving, and there are 
so many things to be done — how can you bear to bo 
fit for nothing in the world that is useful? And 
with so much good in your disposition, Fred, — you 
might be worth a great deal.” 

“ I will try to be anything you like, Marjj, if you 
will say that you love me.” 

u I should be ashamed to say that I loved a man 
who must always be hanging on others, and reckon- 
ing on wliat they would do for him. What will you 
be when you are forty? Like Mr Bowyer, I suppose 
— just as idle, living in Mrs Bock’s front parlour — 
fat and shabby, hoping somebody will invite you to 
dinner — spending your morning in learning a comic 
song — oh no ! learning a tune on the flute.” 

Mary’s lips had begun to curl with a smile as 
soon as she had asked that question about Fred’s 
future (young souls are mobile), and before she 
ended, her face had its full illumination of fun. To 
him it was like the cessation of an ache that Mary 
could laugh at him, and with a passive sort of 
smile he tried to reach her hand ; but she slipped 
away qujpldy towards the door and said, “I shall 
tell undo. You must sec him for a moment or two.” 

Fred secretly felt that his future was guaranteed 
against the fulfilment of Mary’s sarcastic prophecies, 
apart from that “ anything ” wjpcli he was ready to 
f do if she would define it. He never djyed in Mary’s 
presence to approach the subject of his expectations 
from Mr Featherstone, and f she always ignored them, 
as if everything depended on himself. But if ev& 
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he actually came into the property, she must recog- 
nise the change in his position. All this passed 
through his mind somewhat languidly, before he 
went up to see* his uncle. He stayed but a little 
while, excusing himself on the ground that he had 
a cold ; tifid Mary did not reappear before he left the 
house. # But as he rode home, he began to be more 
conscious of being ill, than of being melancholy. 

When Caleb Garth arrived at Stone Court soon 
after dusk, Mary was not surprised, although he 
seldom had leisure for paying her a visit, and was 
not at all fond of having to talk with Mr Feather- 
stone. The old man, on the other hand, felt himself 
ill at ease with a brother-in-law whom he could not 
annoy, who did not mind about being considered 
poor, had nothing to ask of him, and understood all 
kinds of farming and mining business better than ho 
did. But Mary had felt sure that her parents would 
want to see her, and if her father had not come, she 
would have obtained leave to go home for an hour 
or two the next day. After discussing prices during 
tea with Mr Featherstone, Caleb rose to bid him 
good-bye, and said, “ I want to speak to you, Mary.” 

She took a candle into another large* parlour, 
where there was no fire, and setting down the feeble 
light on the dark mahogany table, turned round to 
her father, and putting^ her arms round his neck 
kissed him with childish kisses which he delighted 
in, — the expression of his largeaforows softening as 
the expression of a great beautiful dog softens when 
it is caressed. Mary was his favourite child, and 
vfhatever Susan might say, and right as she was on 
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all other subjects, Caleb thought it natural that 
Fred or ' any one else should think Mary more lovable 
than other girls, 

“ I've got something to tell you,* my dear,” said 
Caleb in his hesitating way. “No very good news ; 
but then it might be worse.” 

“About money, father? I think I kncnv what 
it is.” 

“Ay? how can that be? You see, I've been a 
bit of a fool again, and put my name to a bill, and 
now it comes to paying ; and your mother has got 
to part with her savings, that's the worst of it, and 
even they won't quite make things even. We 
wanted a hundred and ten pounds : your mother has 
ninety-two, and I have none to spare in the bank ; 
and she thinks that you have some savings.” 

“Oh yes; T have more than four - and -twenty 
pounds. I thought you would come, father, so I 
put it in my bag. See ! beautiful white notes and 
gold.” 

Mary took out the folded money from her reticule 
and put it into her father's hand. 

“Well, but how — we only want eighteen — here, 
put the tfest back, child, — but how did you know, 
about it?” said Caleb, who,, in his unconquerable 
indifference to money, was beginning to be chiefly 
concerned about the relation the affair might have 
to Mary's affections, 

“ Fred told me Ikis morning.” 

“ Ah ! Did he come on purpose ? ” 

“ Yes, I think so. He was a good deal distressed.” 

“ I'm afraid Fred is not to be trusted, Mary,” saW 
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the father, with hesitating tenderness. u He means 
better than lie acts, perhaps. But I should think it 
a pity for anybody’s happiness to be wrapped up in 
him, and so would your mother.” 

u And so should I, father,” said Mary, not looking 
up, but pitting the back of her father’s hand against 
her clie^k. 

“ I don’t want to pry, my dear. But I was afraid 
there might be something between you and Fred, 
and I wanted to caution you. You see, Mary’’ — 
here Caleb’s voice became more tender; he had 
been pushing his hat about on the table and looking 
at it, but finally he turned his eyes on his daughter 
— “a woman, let her be as good as she may, has 
got to put up with the life her husband makes for 
her. Your mother lias had to put up with a good 
deal because of me.” 

Mary turned the back of her father’s hand to her 
lips and smiled at him. 

“Well, well, nobody’s perfect, but” — here Mr 
Garth shook his head to help out the inadequacy of 
words — 11 what I am thinking of is — what it must be 
for a wife when she’s never sure of her husband, 
when he hasn’t got a principle in him to majte him 
more afraid of doing the wrong thing by others than 
of getting his own toes pinched. That’s the long 
and the short of it, Mary. Young folks may get 
fond of each other l^efore they know what life is, 
and they may think it all holiday if they can only 
get together; but it soon turns into working day, 
my dear. However, you have more sense than 
most, and you haven’t been kept in cotton -wool: 
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there may be no occasion for me to say this, but a 
father trembles for his daughter, and you are all by 
yourself here.” 

“Don’t fear for me, father,” said* Mary, gravely 
meeting her father’s eyes ; “ Fred has always been 
very good to me 5 he is kind-hearted and affectionate, 
and not false, I think, with all his self-indulgence. 
But I will never engage myself to one who has no 
manly independence, and who goes on loitering 
away his time on the chance that others will pro- 
vide for him. You and my mother have taught me 
too much pride for that.” 

“ That’s right — that’s right. Then I am easy,” 
said Mr Garth, taking up his hat. “ But it’s hard to 
run away with your earnings, child.” 

“ Father ! ” said Mary, in her deepest tone of re- 
monstrance. “ Take pocketfuls of love besides to 
them all at homo,” was her last word before he closed 
the outer door on himself. 

“ I suppose your father wanted your earnings,” 
said old Mr Featherstotie, with his usual power of 
unpleasant surmise, when Mary returned to him. 
“ He makes but a tight fit, I reckon. You’re of age 
now ; yoji ought to be saving for yourself.” 

“ I consider my father and mother the best part of 
myself, sir,” said Mary, coldly. 

Mr Featherstone grunted : he could not deny that 
an ordinary sort of girl like hgr might be expected 
to be useful, so he thought of another Rejoinder, dis- 
agreeable enough to bo always apropos. “ If Fred 
Vincy comes to-morrow, how, don’t you keep him 
chattering : let him come up to me.” • 
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“ He beats me and I l.fil at him : 0 worthy satisfaction ! would it were 
otherwise— -that I could heat him while he railed at me."—Troilu8 and 
Cressula. 


But Fred did not go to Stone Court tlio next day, 
for reasons that were quite peremptory. From those 
visits to unsanitary Houndsley streets in search of 
Diamond, he had brought hack not only a bad bar- 
gain in horse-flesh, but the further misfortune of 
some ailment which for a day or two had seemed 
mere depression and headache, but which got so 
much worse when lie returned from his visit to 
■Stone Court that, going into the dining-room, ho 
threw himself on the sofa, and in answer to his 

mother’s anxious question, said, u I feel very ill : I 

* • 

think you must send for Wrench.” 

Wrench* came, but did not apprehend anything 
;serious, spoke of a “ slight derangement,” and did 
not speak of coming again on the morrow. He had 
a due value # for the v incy’s liqj^se, but the wariest 
men are apt to be a little dulled by routine, and on 
worried mornings will f&metimes go through their 
business with the zest of the daily bell-ringer. Mr 



396 


MIDDLE^AKCH. 


W: rench was a small, neat, bilious man, with a well* 
dressed wig: he had a laborious practice, an iras- 
cible temper, a lymphatic wife and seven children ; 
and lie was already rather late before setting out 
on a four-miles drive to meet Dr Minchin on the 
other side of Tipton, the decease of Hicks? a rural 
practitioner, having increased Middlcmarch practice 
in that direction. Great statesmen err, and why not 
small medical men? Mr Wrench did not neglect 
sending the usual white parcels, which this time 
had black and drastic contents. * Their effect was 
not alleviating to poor Fred, who, however, unwill- 
ing as ho said to believe that Ire was u in for an ill- 
ness,” rose at his usual easy hour the next morning 
and went down -stairs meaning to breakfast, but 
succeeded in nothing but in sitting and shivering by 
the fire. Mr Wrench was again sent for, but was 
gone on his rounds, and Mrs Vincy seeing her dar- 
ling’s changed looks and general misery, began to 
cry and said she would send for Dr Sprague. 

“ Oh, nonsense, moth<*r ! It’s nothing,” said Fred, 
putting out his hot dry hand to her, u I shall soon 
be all right. I must have taken cold in that nasty 
damp ride.” 

“ Mamma ! ” said Rosamond, who was seated near 
the window (the dining-room windows* looked on 
that highly respectable street called Lowick Gate), 
“ there is Mr Lydgate, stopping to speak to some 
one. If I were I would call him in. He has 
cured Ellen Bulstrode. They say he cures every one.” 

Mrs Vincy sprang to the window and opened it 
in an instant, thinking only of Fred and not §f 
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medical etiquette. Lydgate was only two yards off 
on tho other side of some iron palisading, and 
turned round at tlie sudden sound of the sash, 
before she called to him. In two minutes he was 
in the room, and Rosamond went out, after waiting 
just long ‘enough to show a pretty anxiety conflict- 
ing with # lier sense of what was becoming. 

Lydgate had to hear a narrative in which Mrs 
Vincy’s mind insisted with remarkable instinct on 
every point of minor importance, especially on what 
Mr Wrench had said and had not said about coming 
again. That there might be an awkward affair 
with Wrench, Lydgate saw at once ; but tho case 
was serious enough to make him dismiss that con- 
sideration : he was convinced that Fred was in the 
pink-skinned stage of typhoid fever, and that lie had 
taken just the wrong medicines. He must go to 
bed immediately, must have a regular nurse, and 
various appliances and precautions must be used, 
about which Lydgate was particular. Poor Mrs 
Vincy’s terror at these indications of danger found 
vent in such words as came most easily. She 
thought it u very ill usage on the part of Mr 
■Wrench, who had attended their house po* many 
years in preference to Mr Peacock, though Mr Pea- 
cock was equally a friend. Why Mr Wrench should 
neglect her children more than others, she could not 
for the life of her understand. IIo had riot neglected 
Mrs Larcher’f when they had +iie measles, nor in- 
deed would Mrs Vincy have wished that ho should. 
And if any thing .should happen . . 

# Here poor Mis Vincy’s spirit quite broke down, 
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and her Niobe-throat and good-humoured face were 
sadly convulsed. This was in the hall out of Fred’s 
hearing, but Rosamond had opened the drawing- 
room door, and now came forward anxiously. Lyd- 
gate apologised for Mr Wrench, said that the symp- 
toms yesterday might have been disguising, and 
that this form of fever was very equivocal in its 
beginnings : he would go immediately to the drug- 
gist* s and have a prescription made up in order to 
lose no time, but he would write to Mr Wrench and 
tell him what had been done. 

u But you must come again — you must go on 
attending Fred. I can’t have my boy left to any- 
body who may come or not. I bear nobody ill-will, 
thank God, and Mr Wrench saved me in the pleurisy, 
but he’d better have let me die — if — if- ” 

“I will meet Mr Wrench here, then, shall I?” 
said Lydgate, really believing that Wrench was not 
well prepared to deal wisely with a case of this kind. 

“ Pray make that arrangement, Mr Lydgate,” said 
Rosamond, coming to ker mother’s aid, and support- 
ing her arm to lead her away. 

When Mr Vincy came home he was very angry 
with Wrench, and did not care if ho never came 
into his house again. Lydgate should go on now, 
whether Wrench liked it or not. It was no joke to 
have fever in the house. Everybody must be sent 
to now, not to come to dinner on Thursday. And 
Pritchard needn’t %get up any winef brandy was 
the best thing against infection. “I shall drink 
brandy,” added Mr Vincy, emphatically — as much 
as to say, this was not an occasion for firing w r Sh 
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blank - cartridges. “ He’s an uncommonly unfor- 
tunate lad, is Fred. HeVl need have some luck 
by-and-by to make up for all this — else I don’t 
know wlio’d haVe an eldest son.” 

“ Don’t say so, Viney,” said the mother, with a 
quivering* lip, “if you don’t want him to be taken 
from me.” 

“ It will worret you to death, Lucy ; that I can 
see,” said Mr Viney, more mildly. “However, 
Wrench shall know what I think of the matter.” 
(What Mr Viney thought confusedly was, that the 
fever might somehow have been hindered if Wrench 
had shown the proper solicitude about his — the 
Mayor’s — family.) “ I’m the last man to give in to 
tho cry about new doctors, or new parsons either — 
whether they’re Bulstrode’s men or not. But Wrench 
shall know what I think, take it as he will.” 

Wrench did not take it at all well. Lydgate was 
as polite as he could be in his offhand way, but 
politeness in a man who lias placed you at a dis- 
advantage is only an additional exasperation, espe- 
cially if he happens to have been an object of dislike 
beforehand. Country practitioners used to be an 
.irritable species, susceptible on the point of honour; 
and Mr Wrench was one of tho most irritable among 
them. He* did not refuse to meet Lydgate in the 
evening, but his temper was somewhat tried on the 
occasion. He had to hear Mrs Viney say — 

“ Oh, Mr Wrench, Nvhat hav^ I ever done that 
you should use me so ' To go away, and never to . 
come again 1 ^nd nrf boy might have been 
stretched a corpse ! ” 
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Mr Vincy, who had been keeping up a sharp fire 
on the enemy Infection, and was a good deal heated 
in consequence, started up when he heard Wrench 
come in, and went into the hall to let him know 
what he thought. 

“I’ll toll you what, Wrench, this is ‘Beyond a 
joke,” said the Mayor, who of late had had to rebuke 
offenders with an official air, and now broadened 
himself by putting his thumbs in his armholes. — 
“ To let fever get unawares into a house like this. 
There are some things that ought to be actionable, 
and are not so — that’s my opinion.” 

But irrational reproaches were easier to bear than 
the sense of being instructed, or rather the sense 
that a younger man, like Lydgate, inwardly con- 
sidered him in need of instruction, for u in point of 
fact,” Mr Wrench afterwards said, Lydgate paraded 
flighty, foreign notions, which would not wear. He 
swallowed his ire for Ihe moment, but he afterwards 
wrote to decline further attendance in the case. 
The house might be $ gootj one, but Mr Wrench 
was not going to truckle to anybody on a profes- 
sional matter. He reflected, with much probability 
on his side, that Lydgate would by-and-by be caught, 
tripping too, and that his ungentlemanly attempts 
to discredit the sale of drugs by his ^professional 
brethren, would by-and-by recoil on himself. He 
threw out biting remarks on Lydgate’s tricks, worthy 
only of a quack, t^get himself a factitious reputa- 
tion with credulous people. That cant about cures 
was never got up by sound practitioners. 

This was a point on which Lydgate smarted As 
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much as Wrench could desire. To be puffed by 
ignorance was not only humiliating, but perilous, 
and not more enviable than the reputation of the 
weather-prophet! Ho was impatient of the foolish 
expectations amidst which all work must be carried 
on, and*14kely enough to damage himself as much 
as Mr Wrench could wish, by an unprofessional 
openness. 

However, Lydgate was installed as medical attend- 
ant on the Vincys, and the event was a subject of 
general conversation in Middlemarch. Some said, 
that the Vincys had behaved scandalously, that Mr 
Vincy had threatened Wrench, and that Mrs Vinoy 
had accused him of poisoning her son. Others were 
of •opinion that Mr Lydgate’s passing by was provi- 
dential, that he was wonderfully clever in fevers, 
and that Bui strode was in the right to bring him 
forward. Many people believed that Lydgate’s com- 
ing to the town at all was really due to Bui strode ; 
and Mrs Taft, who was always counting stitches 
and gathered her information in misleading frag- 
ments caught between the rows of her knitting, had 
got it into her head that Mr Lydgate was a natural 
.son of Bitlstrode’s, a fact which seemed to justify 
lier suspicions of evangelical laymen. 

She one* day communicated this piece of know- 
ledge to Mrs Farebrother, who did not fail to tell 
her son of it, observing — 

11 1 should not bo ^surprised j^t anything in Bul- 
strode, but i should be sorry to think it of Mr 
Lydgate.” 

• “Why, mother,” said Mr Farebrother, after an 
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explosive laugh, ‘ “ you know very well that Lyagate 
is of a good family in the North. He never heard 
of Bulstrode before he came here.” 

“ That is satisfactory so far as Mi* Lydgate is con- 
cerned, Camden,” said the old lady, with an air of 
precision. — “But. as to Bulstrode — the report may 
bo true of some other son.” 



#03 


CH APT Ell XXVIL 


‘‘Let. the lii^i Muse chant loves Olympian : 
\Ve are but mortals, and must sing o t man.’* 


An eminent philosopher among* my friends, who can 
dignify even your ugly furniture by lifting it into 
the serene light of science, has shown me this preg- 
nant little fact. Your pier-glass or extensive sur- 
face of polished steel made to he rubbed by a house- 
maid, will be minutely and multitudinously scratched 
in all directions ; but place now against it a lighted 
candle as a centre of illumination, and lo I the 
scratches will seem to arr^ngo themselves in a 
line series of concentric circles round that little 
sun. It is demonstrable that the scratches are go- 
ing everywhere impartially, and it is only your candle 
which produces the flattering illusion oi a concentric 
arrangement its light falling with an exclusive opti- 
cal selection. These things are a parable. The 
scratches are events, and' the candle is the egoism 
of any person now absent — of J^ss Vincy, for ex- 
ample. Kosamond had a Providenco of her own 
who had kindly mjjde her iftore charming than other 
gifls, and who seemed to have arranged Fred’s ill- 
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ness and Mr Wrench’s mistake in order to bring 
lier and Lydgate within effective proximity. It 
would have been to contravene these arrangements 
if Rosamond had consented to go away to Stone 
Court or elsewhere, as her parents wished her to 
do, especially since Mr Lydgate thought the pre- 
caution needless. Therefore, while Miss Morgan and 
the children were sent away to a farmhouse the 
morning after Fred’s illness had declared itself, 
Rosamond refused to leave papa and mamma. 

]V>or mamma indeed was an object to touch any 
creature born of woman; and Mr Yiney, who doated 
on his wife, was more alarmed on her account than 
on Fred’s. But for his insistanee she would have 
taken no rest : her brightness was all bedimmed ; 
unconscious of her costume which had always been 
so fresh and gay, she was like a sick bird with 
languid eye and plumage ruffled, her senses dulled 
to the sights and sounds that used most to interest 
her. Fred’s delirium, in which lie seemed to be 
wandering out of her .reach, tore her heart. After 
her first outburst against Mr Wrench she went 
about very quietly : her one low cry was to Lyd- 
gate. She would follow him out of the room and 
put her hand on his arm moaning out, u Save my 
boy.” Once she pleaded, u Ile has always been 
good to me, Mr Lydgate : lie never had a hard 
word for his mother,” — as if poor Fred’s' suffering 
were an accusatiqp against' Trim. A^l the deepest 
fibres of the mother’s memory were stirred, and 
the young man whose ! r oice topk a gentler tone 
when he spoke to her, was one with the babe wh3m 



BOOK III. WAITING FOR DEATH. 


405 


she hail loved, with a love new to her, before he 
was born. 

“ I have good hope, Mrs Vincy,” Lydgate would 
say. “ Como dotvn with me and let us talk about 
the food.” In that way he led her to the parlour 
where RoSamond was, and made a change for her, 
surprising her into taking some tea or broth which 
had been prepared for her. There was a constant 
understanding between him and Rosamond on these 
matters, lie almost always saw her before going 
to the sick-room, and she appealed to him as to what 
she could do for mamma. Her presence of mind 
and adroitness in carrying out his hints were admi- 
rable, and it is not wonderful that the idea of seeing 
Rosamond began to minglo itself with his interest 
in the case. Especially when the critical stage was 
passed, and he began to feel confident of Fred's 
recovery. In the more doubtful time, he had ad- 
vised calling in Dr Sprague (who, if he could, would 
rather have remained neutral on Wrench's account) ; 
but after two consultations, the couduct of the case 
was left to Lydgate, and there was every reason to 
make him assiduous. Morning and evening he was 
at Mr Viifcv's, and gradually the visits # became 
cheerful as Fred became simply feeble, and lay not 
only in neetl of the utmost petting but conscious 
of it, so that Mrs Yincy felt as if, after all, the illness 
had made a festival for her tenderness. 

Both fatherland mother held jf, an added reason 
for good spirits, when old Mr Featherstone sent 
messages by Lydgate, saying that Fred must make 
hi&te and get well, as he, Peter Featherstone, could 
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not do without him, and missed his visits sadly* 
The old man fcimself was getting bedridden. Mrs 
Vincy told these messages to Fred when he could* 
listen, and he turned towards her his delicate, 
pinched face, from which all the thick blond hair 
had been cut away, and in which the eyes seemed 
to have got larger, yearning for some word about 
Mary — wondering what she felt about liis illness. 
No word passed his lips; but “to hear with eyes 
belongs to love’s rare wit,” and the mother in the 
fulness of her heart not only divined Fred’s longing, 
but felt ready for any sacrifice in order to satisfy 
him. 

“ If I can only see my boy strong again,” she 
said, in her loving folly; “and who knows? — 
perhaps master of Stone Court 1 and he can marry 
anybody he likes then.” 

“ Not if they won’t have me, mother,” said Fred. 
The illness had made him childish, and tears came 
as he spoke. 

“ Oh, take a bit of jelly, my dear,” said Mrs 
Vincy, secretly incredulous of any such refusal. 

She never left Fred’s side when her husband was 
not in the house, and thus Rosamond Was in the. 
unusual position of being much alone. Lydgate, 
naturally, never thought of staying long with her, 
yet it seemed that the brief impersonal conversa- 
tions they had together were creating that peculiar 
intimacy which assists in fhyness.^ They were 
obliged to look at each other in speaking, and 
somehow the looking could not be parried through as 
the matter of course which it really was. Lydgate 



BOOK III. WAITING FOR DEATH. 


407 


began to feel this sort of consciousness unpleasant, 
and one day looked down, or anywhere, like an ill- 
•worked puppet. But this turned out badly : the 
next day, RosaAond looked down, and the con- 
sequence was that when their eyes met again, both 
were morel conscious than before. There was no 
help for this in science, and as Lydgate did not 
want to flirt, there seemed to be no help for it in 
folly. It was therefore a relief when neighbours 
no longer considered the house in quarantine, and 
when the chances of seeing Rosamond alone were 
very much reduced. 

But that intimacy of mutual embarrassment, in 
which each feels that the other is feeling something, 
having once existed, its effect is not to be done 
•away with. Talk about the weather and other well- 
bred topics is apt to seem a hollow device, and 
behaviour can hardly become easy unless it frankly 
recognises a mutual fascination — which of course 
need not mean anything deep or serious. This 
was the way in which Rosamond and Lydgate slid 
gracefully into ease, and made their intercourse 
lively again. Visitors came and went as usual, 
there was *once more music in the drawing-room, 
and all the extra hospitality of Mr Vincy’s mayor- 
alty returned. Lydgate, whenever he could, took 
his seat by Rosamond’s side, and lingered to hear 
her music, calling himself her captive — meaning, 
all the whilej not to* be her jjpptive. The pre- 
posterousness of the notion that he could at once 
set up a satisfactory establishment as a married man 
a sufficient guarantee against danger. This 
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play at being 1 a little in love was agreeable, v and 
did not interfere with graver pursuits. Flirtation, 
after all, was not necessarily a singeing process 
Rosamond, for her part, had never 'enjoyed the days 
so much in her life beforo : she was sure of boing 
admired by some one worth captivating, and she 
did not distinguish flirtation from love, either in 
herself or in another. She seemed to be sailing 
with a fair wind just whither she would go, and her 
thoughts were much occupied with a handsome 
house in Lowick Gate which she hoped would by- 
and-by be vacant. She was quite determined, when 
she was married, to rid herself adroitly of all the 
visitors who were not agreeable to her at her 
father’s; and she imagined the drawing-room in 
her favourite house with various styles of furniture. 

Certainly her thoughts were much occupied with 
Lydgate himself; he seemed to her almost perfect: 
if he had known his notes so that his enchantment 
under her music had been less like an emotional 
elephant’s, and if he Had been able to discriminate 
better the refinements of her taste in dress, she 
could hardly have mentioned a deficiency in him. 
How different ho was from young PlymSalo or Mr 
Gains Marcher ! Those young men had not a notion 
of French, and could speak on no subject with 
striking knowledge, except perhaps tho dyeing and 
carrying trades, which of course they were ashamed 
to mention ; they ^ere Midd^march gentry, elated 
with their silver-headed whips and satin stocks, but 
embarrassed in their manners, anjl timidly jocose: 
even Fred was above them, having at least tlte 
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accent and manner of a university man. Whereas 
Lydgate was always listened to, bore himself with 
>|j}e careless politeness of conscious superiority, and 
seemed to have* the right clothes on by a certain 
natural affinity, without ever having to think about 
them. Rosamond was proud when ho entered the 
room, and when he approached her with a distin- 
guishing' smile, si io had a delicious sense that she 
was the object of enviable homage. If Lydgate had 
been aware of all the pride he excited in that deli- 
cate bosom, he might have been just as well pleased 
as any other man, even tlio most densoly ignorant 
of Immoral pathology or fibrous tissuo : he held it 
one of the preitiest attitudes of the feminine mind 
to jidoro a man’s pre-eminence without too precise 
a knowledge of what it* consisted in. 

But Rosamond was not one of thoso helpless girls 
who betray themselves unawares, and whose be- 
haviour is awkwardly driven by their impulses, 
instead of being steered by wary graco and pro- 
priety. Do you imagine that her rapid forecast and 
rumination concerning house-furniture and society 
were ever discernible in her conversation, even with 
her mamn ft? On the contrary, she would have ex- 
pressed the prettiest surprise and disapprobation if 
she had lifiard that another young lady had been 
detected in that immodest prematureness — indeed, 
would probably have disbelieved in its possibility. 
For Rosamond never Slowed anv unbecoming know- 
ledge, and Weis always that combination of correct 
sentiments, music, dancing, drawing, elegant note- 
writing, private album for extracted verse, and per- 
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feet blond loveliness, which made the irresistible 
woman for the doomed man of that date* Think 
no unfair evil of her, pray : she had no wicked* 
plots, nothing sordid or mercenary ; in fact, she 
never thought of money except as something neces- 
sary .winch other people would always piwtde. She 
was not in the habit of devising falsehoods, and if* 
her statements were no direct clue to fact, why, they 
were not intended in that light — they were jmiong 
her elegant accomplishments, intended t6" please 
Nature had inspired many arts* in finishing Mrs 
Lemon’s favourite pupil, who by general consent 
(Fred’s excepted) was a rare compound of beauty, 
cleverness, and amiability. 

Lydgate found it more and more agreeable t<? be 
with her, and there was rfo constraint now, there, 
was a delightful interchange of influence in their 
eyes, and what they said had that superfluity of 
meaning for them, which is observable with some 
sense of flatness by a third person ; still they 
had no interviews or, asides from which a third 
person need have been excluded. In fact, they 
flirted ; and Lydgate was secure in the belief 
that they did nothing else. If a man'.could not. 
love and bo wise, surely he could flirt and be wise 
at the same time? Really, the men 4 in Middle- 
march, except Mr Farebrother, were great bores, 
and Lydgate did not care About commercial politics 
or cards : what wjjs he to dft for relaxation ? lie 
was often invited to the Bulstrodes’ ; ^but the girls 
there were hardly out of •the schoolroom; and Mrs 
Bulstrode’s naive way of conciliating piety aftd 
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w&rldliness, the nothingness of this life and the 
desirability of cut glass,* the consciousness at once 
*&£ filthy rags and the best damask, was not a suffi- 
cient relief frorrifthe weight of her husband's invari- 
able seriousness. The Vincys’ house, with all its 
faults, the pleasanter by contrast ; besides, it 
nourished Rosamond — sweet to look at as a half- 
opened blush- rose, and adorned with accomplish- 
ments for the refined amusement of man. 

But rfe made some enemies, other than medical, 
by his success wfth Miss Vincy. One evening he 
came into the drawing-room rather late, when 
several other visitors were there. The card -table 
had drawn off the elders, and Mr Ned Plymdale 
(ou£ of the good matches in Middlemarch, though 
.not one of its leading minds) was in tete-d-tete with 
Rosamond. He had brought the last ‘ Keepsake/ 
the gorgeous watered-silk publication which marked 
modern progress at that time ; and he considered 
himself very fortunate that ho could be the first to 
look over it with her, dwelling on the ladies and 
gentlemen with shiny copper -plate cheeks and 
copper -plate smiles, and pointing to comic verses 
. as capital? and sentimental stories as interesting. 
Rosamond was gracious, and Mr Ned was s*atisfied 
that he liacl the very best thing in art and literature 
as a medium for “paying addresses” — the very 
thing to please a nice £irl. He had also reasons, 
deep rather than ostensible, foi^Jbeing satisfied with 
his own appearance. To superficial observers his 
chin had too vanishing An aspect, looking as if it 
tfere being gradually reabsorbed. And it did in- 
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deed cause him some difficulty about the fit of Itis 
ratin stocks, for which chins were at that time 
useful, 

“ I think the Honourable Mrs «S. is something 
like you,” said Mr Ned. He kept the book open 
at tho bewitching portrait, and looked at* tt rather 
lancruishingly. 

u Her back is very large; she seems to^have sat 
for that,” said Rosamond, not meaning any satiro, 
but thinking how red young Plymdale’s harfiis were, 
and wondering why Lydgate did not come. She 
went on with her tatting all the while. 

“ I did not say she was as beautiful as you are,” 
said Mr Ned, venturing to look from the portrait to 
its rival. 

“I suspect you of being an adroit flatterer,” said 
Rosamond, feeling sure that she should have to 
reject this young gentleman a second time. 

But now Lydgate came in ; the book was closed 
before he reached Rosamond’s corner, and as he took 
his seat with easy confidence on the other side of 
her, young Plymdale’s jaw fell like a barometer to- 
wards the cheerless side of change. Rosamond 
enjoyed not only Lydgate’s presence but^its effect: 
she likbd to excite jealousy. 

“ What a late comer you are ! ” she sliid, as they 
shook hands. “ Mamma had given you up a little 
whilo ago. ITow do you find Fred ? ” 

“ As usual ; going on wel\ but slowly. I want 
him to go away — to »Stone Court, for example. But 
your mamma seems to hava some objection.” 

u Poor fellow ! ” saicl Rosamond, prettily. “ You 
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will see Fred so changocl,” she added, turning to the 
other suitor ; “wo have looked to Mr Lydgate as our 
guardian ang^l during this 11111088.” 

Mr Ned smiled nervously, while Lydgate drawing 
the 4 Kd&psako ’ towards him and opening it, gave a 
short scornful laugh and tossed up his chin, as if in 
wonderment at human folly. 

44 What are you laughing at so profanely?” said 
Rosamx?l*d, with bland neutrality. 

44 I wonder whi<*h would turn out to be the silliest 
— the engravings or the writing here,” said Lydgate, 
in his most convinced tone, while he turned over 
the pages quickly, seeming to see all through the 
book in no time, and showing his large white hands 
to much advantage, as Rosamond thought. 44 Do 
look at this bridegroom coining out of church : did 
you ever see such a 4 sugared invention ’• -as the 
Elizabethans used to say? Did any haberdasher 
ever look so smirking ? Yet I will answer for it 
the story makes him one of the first gentlemen in 
the land.” 

44 You are so severe, I am frightened at you,” said 
Rosamond/ keeping her amusement duly moderate. 
Poor young Plyimlale had lingered with act ini ration 
over this Vt;ry engraving, and his spirit was stirred. 

44 There are a great many celebrated people 
writing in the 4 Keepsake/ at all events,” he said, 
in a tone at once picked and timid. 44 This is the 
first time I lirfve heard it called^Silly.” 

44 1 think T shall turn round on you and accuse 
you of being a 6 oth,” snid ftosamond, looking at 
Lydgate with a smile. 44 I suspect you know 
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nothing about Lady Blessington and L. E. hJ 9 
Rosamond herself was not without relish lor these 
writers, but she did not readily commit herself by 
admiration, and was alive to the slightest hint 
that anything was not, according to Ly ( %ate, in 
the very highest taste. 

“ But Sir Walter Scott — I suppose Mr iLydgate 
knows him,” said young Plymdale, a little cheered 
by this advantage. 

“ Oh, I read no literature nov*,” said Lydgate, 
shutting the book, and pushing it away. “ I read 
so much when 1 was a lad, that 1 suppose it will 
last me all my life. I used to know Scott’s poems 
by heart.” 

“ I should like to know when you left off,” said 
Rosamond, “ because then I might be sure that I 
knew something which you did not know.” 

“Mr Lydgate would say that was not worth 
knowing,” said Mr Ned, purposely caustic. 

“On the contrary,” said Lydgate, showing no 
smart, but smiling with exasperating confidence at 
Rosamond. “ It would be worth knowing by the 
fact that Miss Vinoy could tell it me.” k . 

Youfig* Plymdale soon went to look at the whist- 
playing, thinking that Lydgate was one of the most 
conceited, unpleasant fellows it had ever been his 
ill-fortune to meet. 

“ How rash you are ! ” said Rosamond, inwardly 
delighted# “ Do jHSu see : that you^ have given 
offence?” 

“ What t is it Mr Plymdale’s book ? I am sorry. 
I didn’t think about it.” 
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“ I shall begin to admit what you said of yourself 
when you first came here — that you are a bear, and 
want teaching \ff the birds.” 

“Well, there is a bird who can teach me what she 
will. Bhji’t I listen to her willingly ? ” 

To Rosamond it seemed as if she and Lydgate 
were as\good as engaged. That they were some 
time to be engaged had long been an idea in her 
mind;^pd ideas, we know, tend to a more solid 
kind of existence,* tl 10 necessary materials being at 
hand. It is true, Lydgate had the counter-idea of 
remaining unengaged ; but this was a mere nega- 
tive, a shadow cast by other resolves which them- 
selves were capable of shrinking. Circumstance 
was almost sure to be on the side of Rosamond’s 
idea, which had a shaping activity and looked 
through watchful blue eyes, whereas Lydgate’s lay 
blind and unconcerned as a jelly-fish which gets 
melted without knowing it. 

That evening when he went home, he looked at 
his phials to see tow a process of maceration was 
going on, with undisturbed interest ; and he wrote 
out his daij^ notes with as much precision as usual. 
*The reveries from which it was difficult for him to 
detach him# 8 lf were ideal constructions of something 
else tfyan Rosamond’s virtues, and the primitive 
tissue was still his fair unknown. Moreover, he 
was beginning to fee% some zest for the growing 
though half-sAppressed teud b&fween him and the 
other medical men, which f^as likely to become more 
manifest, now that Bulstrode’s* method of managing 
the new hospital was about to be declared; and 
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there were various inspiriting signs that his non- 
acceptance by some of Peacock’s patients might be 
counterbalanced bv the impression ]±e had produce? 
in other quarters. Only a few days later, when he 
had happened to overtake .Rosamond on tlft^Lowick 
road and had got down from his horse to walk by 
•her side until he had quite protected hejf from a 
passing drove, he had been stopped by a servant 
on horseback with a message calling him^fh to a 
house of some importance where Peacock had never 
attended ; and it was the second instance of this 
kind. The servant was Sir James Chettam’s, and 
the house was Lowiek Manor. 
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